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CHAPTEE I. 
the way to heaven. 

Dear old Caleb Poland ! 

I asked to see him, and was shown into his little 
sanctum. 

There he stood, looking out upon the spring 
flowers ; an old, old man, bending under the weight 
of years and infirmities. Nevertheless his withered 
cheeks had still the hue of health touching them, 
and his beautiful eyes, out of which looked a soul 
that was ripening fast for heaven, were bright yet. 

He took his seat at the ^able, his great Bible 
before him as usuaL 

" What is the way to heaven ? " I asked him. 

" Not heavenl^ he returned in his slow, thoughtful 
way ; " that is always a vague and indefinite term 
to me. Say, what the Lord Himself says, ' The 
Kingdom^ " 
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"Then, what is the way into the kingdom?" 
I said. 

" Not ' whatl " he demurred again. " Say, Who ; 
and I will answer you in the dear Lord's own 
words — ' / am the Way, the Truth, and the Life ; no 
man cometh unto the Father, hit hy Me! " 

And, as he repeated the words, his face, which 
had been bent over his book, was raised to mine, 
but he was not thinking of me ; and the expression 
of his lips and eyes was sweet as a child's, or as 
one might imagine an angel's. Yes, very near the 
great kingdom, of which he loved to talk, was old 
Caleb Poland. 

" How shall one best guide a stranger into the 
kingdom ? " I asked again. 

" Tell him of your own glorious hope, for you too 
are a son of the kingdom, John Falkner, though 
you put these questions to me. Then talk to him 
kindly, but truly and searchingly, and convict him 
by the Spirit's aid of his own sin and unworthi- 
ness." 

« And what then, Caleb ? " For I loved the old 
man, reader; and ever loved to listen to him, talk 
as long as he would. 

He began to turn over the leaves of his Bible — 

"Is there no balm in Gilead?" he murmured. 
" Is there no physician there ? When he begins to 
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cry, * What shall I do to be saved ? ' bid him 
believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and he sTxall be 
saved. Bid him * look, and live.' Tell him to cast 
himself at the Saviour's feet, and to say to Him, 
* Lord, I come. I give myself to Thee. Do Thou 
do all the rest. I am all unworthy, my heart is 
full of sin ; but Thou art very pitiful, and of tender 
mercy. Thou* wilt forgive, and wilt remember mine 
iniquity no more.' And if he will say this from his 
heart, he may take to himself the precious words, 
'Son, be of good cheer; thy sins be forgiven thee/ 
And then, trusting in the sure promises of the 
Father, resting upon the Saviour's tender love, and 
guided by the Holy and Blessed Spirit of our God, 
he may go on from strength to strength, till he 
finally reaches the kingdom." 

I left old Caleb, and mused upon ' the way into 
the kingdom ' as I went homeward. 

* It is very simple,' I said to myself ; * so sub- 
limely simple indeed, that its very simplicity is the 
stumbling-block which the pride of man cannot get 
over.' 

But, * God resisteth the proud ; ' and though a 
man may not believe in or accept his Maker's plan 
of salvation, yet that cannot alter its divine beauty 
and perfection. There it is, held up before the 
unweiae — a miracle alike of love and of wisdom. 



4 The Way to Heaven, 

God Himself placed it before man after his fall ; it 
remains still. The great God of heaven abideth 
faithful ; He cannot deny Himself. 

And I wished from my inmost soul to place this 
glorious salvation before those of my fellow-creatures 
who had hitherto not regarded it. I felt that no 
greater happiness could be mine on earth, than in 
pointing the weary and heavy-laden to the way of 
rest and peace. 

• • • • • 

I lived alone, excepting for my housekeeper, 
Mrs. Cole. I had scarce a relative in the wide 
world. I was poor, rather than rich, yet I had 
enough for comfort, and a few luxuries. 

I was what unfeeling people call a hunchback ; 
and had ever instinctively withdrawn from associa- 
tion with my kind; but now this false sensitiveness 
must, with the help of a kind God, be overcome; 
and I must be ready and willing to go whither- 
soever His gentle and loving Spirit might lead me. 
Down, then, with all narrow and foolish regrets and 
self-pity; my years, few and evil though I had 
sometimes deemed them, had nevertheless been 
given of the Lord for a purpose. I would hence- 
forth aim to use them for Him ; I would strive to 
win many souls to the Saviour; I would 'launch 
out into the deep, and let down my nets for a 
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draught/ trusting entirely in the same dear Lord 

and Saviour, and praying to be enabled to accept 

submissively either sriccess or failure in the efforts I 

hoped to make — whichever might be portioned out 

to me. 

• ■ • • 

I went to a young man — tall and strong and 
handsome he was (such a contrast to myself), and 
with eyes soft and tender as a woman's. Arthur 
Kingsford was his name. Did he know the way to 
heaven ? I inquired. 

He smiled, half carelessly, as he answered, that 
he supposed he knew as much of it as other 
people. 

We talked together for some time, but, as yet, 
the wondrous kingdom that shall, in the fulness of 
time, supersede all the kingdoms upon earth, had no 
charms for him. He was rejoicing in his youth and 
health, and in his work also — a lucrative business 
in the next town, and in the friendship of the 
woman he loved — pretty Eose Shelbourne. 

But, sooner or later, one or other of these props 
would fail him ; and when he came at length to con- 
fess, as all do, either openly or secretly, that all is 
vanity and vexation of spirit, where would be his 
dependence, or his hope, or comfort ? 

In his affliction he might seek the Lord early ; 
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but I feared for him; and more than once, as I 
talked with him, the text recurred to my mind — 

" Give glory to the Lord your God, hefort He cause 
darknesSy and before your feet stumble upon the 
dark mountains " (Jer. xiii, 1 6). 

• • • • • 

Next I went to see old Giles, miser and spiritual- 
ist, or rather a dabbler in spiritualism. He Kved 
in penury, though he possessed a comfortable inde- 
pendence ; and he had scarce a friend upon earth. 
He was ready enough to confess that the world had 
disappointed him, that it was all vanity and deceit ; 
yet he clung to it still. 

I opened my Bible, and put this text before 
him — 

* Working with his hands the thing which is good, 
that he may have to give to him that needeth' 

" You work with your hands," I said ; " but you 
do not give to him that needeth — even to yourself 1 
Of what use, then, is your money ? " 

** Give ! " he exclaimed angrily. " A poor old 
wretch like me 1 What should I have to give ? " 

" Now, Giles, knowing what I know, how can you 
ask such a question ? But here is another passage 
which I wished to show you." 

The old miser and I had kept up a sort of friend- 
ship for years. I liked him for some reasons, and 
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pitied him for others ; and I believe that he did the 
same by me. Docilely enough he read the verses 
which I pointed out to him. 

Deut. xviii. 10-13: 'There shall not be found 
among you any one . . . that useth divination, or 
an observer of times, or an enchanter, or a witch, 
or a charmer, or a consulter with familiar spirits, 
or a wizard, or a necromancer. For all that do 
these things are an abomination unto the Lord. 
. . . Thou shalt be perfect with the Lord thy God.' 

When the old man had finished he sat looking 

straight before him, making no comment in words 

upon what he had read. But who could say that 

the still small voice of the Spirit of God might not 

be whispering to him in that sUence, and warning 

him of the things that would by and by cause tim 

to be shut out of the kingdom, unless he put them 

away from him ? 

• • • • • 

I came away. 

The same day I saw and talked with pretty 
light-hearted Eose Shelbourne. Her beauty, her 
lovers and friends, her pleasures, and her gay 
dresses and ornaments, were at present all in all to 
her, and she cared not to glance into the years to 
come, and to make wise and happy provision for 
them, by securing a Friend who could never fail her. 
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* All is vanity and vexation of spirit/ 

The words only called an incredulous smile to 

her fair young face. She did not believe them ; 

but in the days to come she would recall them, and 

own their truth. 

• • • • • 

I saw the young husband, wholly taken up in 
providing for his wife and little family. I saw the 
young mother absorbed in the care of her babes. 
I saw shortsighted boys, who could not look farther 
than a game of leap-frog, or an interesting book of 
travels. I talked with Marthas, careful and troubled 
about many things as their namesake of old. I 
conversed with business-men, wrapped up in their 
speculations and money-making ; with rich men, 
lulled by their riches into a fancied state of secu- 
rity ; with scholars, absorbed in their studies. And 
I took the Book of the Lord, and read — 

"'Seek Him that maketh the seven stars and 
Orion, and tumeth the shadow of death into tlie 
morning, and maketh the day dark with night; 
that calleth for the waters of the sea, and poureth 
them out upon the face of the earth : the Lord is 
His Name * " (Amos v. 8). 

"Do not let a kind God complain," I pleaded, 
"that the cares and pleasures of this life have 
choked the good seed which has been many a time 
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graciously and lovingly sown in your heart ; that 
you look not to the Holy One of Israel, neither 
seek the Lord ! For ' the Lord is good ... to the 
soul that seeketh Him ; ' and He says, ' Even to 
your old age I am He, and even to hoar hairs will 
I carry you ; ' and, * When He giveth quietness, who 
then can make trouble ? ' And the end of seeking 
Him is life everlasting — a glorious never-ending 
existence in His great kingdom, through beautiful 
untold ages of joy and peace." 

They listened: taking what I said lightly, or 
seriously, or coldly, according to their several cha- 
racters. They acknowledged that all here is as 
a shadow that passeth away; that a man may 
not boast himself even of to-morrow, because he 
knows not what a single day may bring forth. Yet 
they clung to their 'shadows' still, even as old 
GUes did to his money ; and they also calmly pre- 
pared to run the risk of being surprised by that 
same unknown ' to-morrow * with sudden calamity, 
though well aware all the time that they had no 
loving Shelter wherein to hide, no Eock of Strength 
whereon to lean, should misfortune indeed overtake 
them. 

' A man is a poor weak creature,' they said. ' He 
needs to be taken care of as much as his own chil- 
dren. He may, unawares, lose his life at any 
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moment ; he has no power of himself to help him- 
self. And the world is a cold, strange place, in 
which the wicked sit in prosperity all their days, 
while the good have many misfortunes. . . . No! 
there is not much for a man to depend upon here.' 
They owned all this ; and yet they allowed tlie 
merest trifles to keep them from Him who would 
have loved them as the apple of His eye, surrounded 
them with His arm of invincible might, girded them 
with His own strength, turned their very troubles 
into precious blessings; and finally, having swal- 
lowed up even death in victory, have led them in 
triumph into His everlasting kingdom, and seated 
them beside Him on His throne, with — wondrous to 
relate — even more than the tenderness and love and 
consideration which a bridegroom manifests towards 
his bride. 
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CHAPTEE IL 

^OPEN THOU MINE EYES! 

The great God whose ' ways are past finding ont,' 
and whose 'thoughts are very deep/ chooses the 
foolish things of this world to confound the wise, 
and the weak things of this world to confound the 
things that are mighty. And He had chosen me, 
as I believed, to speak His gracious message to 
many around me, and (however foolishly, and how- 
ever feebly) I had spoken it. And now He would 
let none of His words fall to the ground. 

Old Caleb also had helped me ; and together we 
had pointed out to many and many a one text after 
text which bade man to seek the Lord. 

And soon we discovered that many of the souls 
around us were seeking, groping, perhaps, as the 
blind grope at noonday, but yet in earnest in their 
search. 

Seeking ! It is a wonderful word to me. What 
did they seek ? light, joy, rest, safety, in a word, a 
Saviour. And it was their mysterious inner being 

B 
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that sought Him, continually, anxiously, yearningly. 
Seeking the Lord, * if haply they might find Him, 
though He be not far from every one of us/ 

'Thus saith the Lord,' says the Prophet Jere- 
miah, *Ye shall seek Me, and find Me, when ye 
shall search for Me with all your heart/ 

* They that seek the Lord,' declares the Psalmist, 

* shall not want any good thing/ 

And the Apostle bids us — 

* Seek those things which are above, where Christ 
sitteth at the right hand of God/ 

What are ' the things which are above ' ? Time 
would fail to tell of them. All glory, all beauty, 
all love ; without any earthly tarnish or alloy ; and, 
all for the soul that seeketh Him, that is Christ, who 

* sitteth at the right hand of God/ 

And full of pity, love, and power is the Lord. He 
will not, in this His day of grace and mercy, break 
the bruised reed, nor quench the smoking flax. His 
compassions fail not ; they are new every morning. 

And what is better worth seeking than the pro- 
tection, and, more, the love of such a mighty Lord, 
whose protection alone can avail against all the 
things that are coming on the earth, and whose love 
alone can satisfy the cravings of a man's soul ? 

' Seek, and ye shall find/ It is the dear Saviour's 
own promise. 
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* There is never/ says Mr. Haslam, 'a heart 
desiring to find the Saviour, but he soon finds Him, 
or I may say, has found Him already/ 

But we must ^prepare our hearts to seek the 

Lord,' by every means which He Himself has 

ordained. "We must pray to be guided in our 

search. We must search the Scriptures daily for 

light and strength and comfort and encourage- 
ment. 

' The good Lord pardon every one,' prays Heze- 
kiah, ' that prepareth his heart to seek God, the 
Lord God of his fathers/ 

May God bless every searcher. And He will, 
for He has promised. It is a search in which no 
fidngle soul need fail ; and its regard is infinite. 



*' Onward, the goal that thou seekest 
Is worthy the quest of a life ; 
And Love can give to the weakest 
Courage and strength for the strife. 
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The reader must not think that I had forgotten 
old Caleb's good advice. He had bidden me lay 
before others my own glorious hope, and I had not 
really done this yet. 

Had I then a beautiful hope, all shining with 
glory from above ? And if I had, why did I not 
make it the chief business of my life to set it forth 
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to those around me ? for * out of the abundance of 
the heart the mouth speaketh/ 

Yes, reader, I had a hope, too beautiful for 
words ; but earthbom clouds floated between it and 
me, and dimmed its brightness. I felt and deplored 
these clouds, and I prayed, ' Clear them away, God, 
and open Thou mine eyes/ 

And again and again my prayer was answered, 
and I looked upward, and by faith I saw my hope, 
but as yet afar off. And its glory and its beauty 
thrilled and dazzled me, I longed to reach it — to 
see it in its fulness — to possess it. 

And when I felt like this, what cared I for 
earth ? Absolutely nothing ; and I only wished to 
be free of it, and of all it held for me. . . • Yet 
soon,— so frail, so inconsistent is man— my rapt 
gaze fell again : some trifle caught it ; some small 
disappointment, or pleasure, or anxiety, obscured 
my mental vision ; and then my hope, which should 
still have been all in aU to me, paled, and receded 
into the background once more. 

Good old Caleb came to see me while I was con- 
sidering this very subject. 

"Your eyes are opened, my son," he said, in 
answer to a remark I had made. " Keep them, by 
God's grace, steadfastly fixed upon your hope, 
which will then shine more and more unto the 
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perfect day. And, meanwhile, you must go on 
bearing witness for your Lord to others, to ' c/pen, 
THEIR eyeBy and to turn them from darhaess to light, 
and from the power of Satan unto Qod, that they 
may receive forgiveness of sins, and inheritance 
among them which are sanctified hy faith that is in 
Him ' — the Lord Jesus Himself. Take the beauti- 
ful text as it stands, and see how one thing follows 
another, making up the Christian's whole history, 
from the time of his new birth to his glad entrance 
into the kingdom which he inherits with his Lord 
and with his brethren." 

And the first event in a man's heavenly history 
is that, * his eyes are opened,' I thought ; ' and he 
sees with astonishment how the eyes of those 
around him are holden, even as his own were, and 
how thick a veil is upon their hearts.' 

Old Caleb had departed. But the Spirit of the 
Lord had pointed his words for me, and fired me 
with fresh zeal. 

I went out. It was a warm bright day for 
the time of year. In the lane I overtook little 
Charlotte Goodwin, the orphan niece of a near 
neighbour. The child had a Bible open in her 
hand. 

"WeU, Charlee," I said; "are you studying 
your Sunday lesson ? " 
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" Yes, sir ; " looking at my dwarfed figure, and 
sickly face, with an expression in her childish 
eyes which I could not fathom — an expression of 
mingled pity and sorrow, tenderness and triumph, 
it seemed to me ; but why the triumph ? " It 
is about all the horses and chariots of fire that 
were round Elisha,*' she went on. And then she 
read from her Bible, .2 Kings vi 15-17 : "'And 
when the servant of the man of God was risen 
early, and gone forth, behold, an host compassed 
the city both with h/)rses and chariots. And his 
servant said unto him, Alas, my master! how 
shall we do ? And. he answered. Fear not ; for they 
that be with us are more than they that he with them. 
And Elisha prayed and said, Lord, I pray Thee, 
open his eyes that he may see. And the Lord opened 
the eyes of the young man, and he saw ; and, behold 
the mountain was full of horses and chariots of fire 
round about^ Elisha/ " 

The little girl stopped reading, and looked at me 
again with the same expression that had puzzled 
me a moment before. 

" A beautiful lesson, Charlee," I said ; " and full 
of comfort. Thank you for showing it to me. I 
asked God to open my eyes, before I came out. You 
look as if you had done the same, child. What do 
you see ? " 
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She coloured, and hung her head. 

"I was thinking of what Miss Poland, my 
Sunday teacher, told me," she began, hesitating at 
first, but gathering courage as she went on. " She 
said that there were horses and chariots of fire, and 
beautiful angels to guide them, aU round about 
Christians every moment; and that not even the 
smallest trifle could touch them to do them any real 
hurt. And that when little things — or great things 
either — did make them feel sorry or afraid, they 
were like another and another stroke of the Graver's 
chisel that is to cut them into beautiful stones for 
the heavenly temple. And so the more strokes 
they get here, and the more things they have to 
bear, and the more patiently they bear them be- 
cause they love Jesus — the more beautiful and 
glorious wiU they be in heaven." 

" You have remembered your lesson well, child. 
But did you think I had much to bear then, that 
you looked at me in the way you did ? " 

Again Charlee hung her head, as if she had been 
charged with a fault. 

" Yes, sir," she whispered ; and then she lifted 
her face slightly, adding, " And I thought what a 
beautiful stone you would be in heaven ! " 

Sweet simple words of a little innocent child ! 
But how strangely they cheered and comforted 
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me. And I have never forgotten them to this 
day. 

* Ah/ I thought, ' yet again open my eyes that 
I may see, dear Lord — see ever more and more 
clearly that Thou art unerring Wisdom, Love, and 
Power: that Thou dost deign to take even the 
smallest details of my life, and to use them as 
strokes of a graver's chisel, one after aiiother, for 
my everlasting good. May I be patient and un- 
murmuring under Thy tender hand, that cuts so 
surely, and so carefully, for future glory and beauty 
and love ; and may I henceforth trust Thee in, and 
render Thee thanks for, as well all the little dis- 
appointments aud vexations of everyday life as its 

pleasures.' 

• • • • • 

And then I went to see old GUes, who cared for 
nothing on earth so much as his gold, and I prayed 
also for him : 

* Lord, open his eyes, that he may see.' 

One other also I saw that day, and that was 
Eose Shelboume. Surely her eyes were beiug 
opened! Surely some secret sorrow had come to 
her ! — ^her face was so pale, and her usually bright 
eyes so weary-looking. Was the chisel of the great 
Graver at work, too, upon her ? And would she one 
day bless and praise Him for the strokes which now 
made her shrink in pain and grief of heart? 
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CHAPTEE III. 



DRAWN OF THE SPIRIT. 



' A SON of the kingdom/ That was what old Caleb 
had called me. But if the words were true of me, 
why in all these years had I led so few dear and 
precious souls to see their privileges as sons and 
daughters of the kingdom also ? Had I been but a 
slothful labourer in the Lord's vineyard ? Alas, I 
feared I had ! I had looked at myself, and mur- 
mured at my lot, instead of looking at the Lord 
Jesus, and working for Him, and leaving Him in 
His own good time to turn my darkness into light 
for me. 

Within the last fortnight, however, dear old Caleb 
Poland had stirred me up a good deal ; and he and 
I had held some four or five meetiugs for prayer 
-and Bible-reading in the village schoolroom. They 
were well attended. Caleb took the lead, while I 
stood by him, and did as he bade me. He spoke, 
and I prayed in my heart meanwhile for a larger 
and a larger outpouring of the Holy Spirit of our 
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God upon the seeking souls that doubtless lay be- 
neath many of those attentive upturned faces. Also 
I prayed that none of them might 'quench the 
Spirit/ or dare to turn a deaf ear to His heavenly 
entreaties ; that not one there might hereafter say 
in despair, in that great day of the Lord — 

' Oh that I had sought His fayour, 
When I felt His Spirit move — 

Golden moments, 
When I felt His Spirit move I 

'The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou 
hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell whence 
it Cometh, and whither it goeth: so is every one 
that is born of the Spirit.' 

Mysterious and beautiful words, and, to the Chris- 
tian, full of sweetness ! How many heirs of heaven 
were bom of the Spirit in those few evenings, I 

wondered. 

• • • • • 

I was talking with my housekeeper, Mrs. Cole. 
She was a tall, sad, severe-looking woman of forty- 
five or fifty. She had lost husband and children, 
and had been alone in the world for many years ; 
and she was only, I feared, a Christian in name. 
She had been my housekeeper for four years, and I 
had often tried, as the saying goes, * to do her good ; ' 
but ah, I saw now that I had tried but in a luke- 
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warm, careless spirit: and the thought made me 
sorrowful and ashamed. 

She had attended most of the meetings, and as I 
talked to her I saw that her heart was evidently 
touched, and that she was eager and impatient to 
hear more. Yet with a sad face, and with tears in 
her eyes, she said— 

" Yes, sir ; I imderstand all you have been saying 
to me ; but at the same time we know that we can- 
not come to God of ourselves. We must be drawn 
of the Spirit. The blessed Lord says, * No man can 
come to Me, except the Father which hath sent Me 
draw him.' " 

** But when are we not drawn ? " I said. " God, 
always good and kind, and pitying us as a father 
pities his own children, does not allow us to wait 
for Him. He is always drawing us. Every word 
of Scripture which we hear or read, every prayer, 
every sermon, every hymn, many and many a ckance 
remark, as we call it, of a friend or acquaintance on 
the momentous subject of the life to come — is a 
message from our Father in heaven, a drawing of 
the Holy Spirit of our God. He is touching our 
hearts, and striving to persuade us to turn to Him, 
every hour of our lives. Not a kind word we speak, 
not a good thought we think, but is given us by the 
Spirit, whose presence in our hearts proves that He 
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is drawing us. He is drawing you now at this 
moment. He uses my lips to say, *I will draw 
thee with bands of love.' " 

Quietly Mrs. Cole sat, and listened to all I said ; 
but now I saw her shake her head slightly — ^she 
was not yet convinced. 

" But we will not be drawn," I continued, " and 
we may put it ofif too long, for God Himself has 
said, * My Spirit shall not always strive with man.' 
His patience and forbearance will one day have an 
end. But this can never be, so long as we hear in 
our own hearts, or from His ministers, a single word 
of love and mercy. And we can never have the 
right to limit His long-suffering, or to say, 'The 
day of grace is past.' Only God can say that. We 
have but to take the Lord's offer, and when the great 
Way to the kingdom is shown us, we have but to 
enter by it, and follow on, without cavil or question. 
We feel and know that our human will is free to 
accept or reject, though the omniscient God from 
all eternity foresaw who w(ywld accept, and who 
reject. His great and gracious offer of salvation." 

I saw Mrs. Cole's lip quiver once. 

" I have no wish to reject it, as you know, sir." 

" No, dear Mrs. Cole, but accept it then. You 
must do one or the other. If you do not accept, 
you reject. * Come imto Me,' says our kind and 
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dear Saviour, * and I will give you rest/ Go to Him 

then, and you cannot be lost. Ask for grace and 

faith to take the precious words, and many more 

like them, as they stand, and then, by God's blessing, 

who willeth not that any should perish, doubt and 

disbelief will trouble you no more, and you will 

be a happy, rejoicing Christian. But if you say 

to yourseK, * I am not drawn of the Spirit ; I am 

not one of the elect ; I cannot be saved,' what are 

you doing but shutting yourself out of the kingdom, 

cutting yourself off from all its joys ? Who ever 

said that you should not be saved, except yourself ? 

God says, ' Whosoever will, let him come and take the 

VHiter of life freely.' " 

" Thank you, sir. You have done me good." 

" Then I thank God,'' I said. " And now I know 

that you will soon take comfort in that word of God 

which says, * The Spirit itself beareth witness with 

our spirit, that we are the children of God! " 
• • • • • 

For a few days Mrs. Cole looked happier. Then 
I noticed that a cloud overspread her face again, and 
she was sad as before. 

I invited good old Caleb to spend an hour or two 
with me ; and, having laid a few of my own dif- 
ficulties before him, and received not a little light 
and help, I then told him of Mrs. Cole. 
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Soon he was talking to her of his own experience 
in years gone by. 

" Almost every hour in the day," he said slowly, 
his far-off gaze resting on the hills which we could 
see from the window, " I feared, and dovhted. Was 
that honouring God ? I asked myseK, * Am I saved ? 
Do I feel as a Christian should ? Do I feel any 
better or holier than I once did V No ! I could but 
answer, N"o, my heart was wicked still ; and then I 
feared and doubted more than ever. But some- 
times, for a very little while, I contrived to work 
myself up into a state of transient and unsound, 
unfounded happiness ; and I rejoiced greatly in the 
deceitful light from my own heart that had come 
to me. And often I murmured — 

*Is it come — that glimpse of heaven 
For which my soul so long hath striven? ' 

But anon the sunshine had faded again, my heart 
grew cold, and I felt hard and wicked. I lost the 
bright feeling, which for a little time had made 
earth almost a heaven to me ; and I had to wait 
till I could by some means or other work it up 
again. Is it so with you, Mrs. Cole ? Are you de- 
pending upon feeling, instead of the kind Saviour, 
who is the same, and whose exceeding great and 
precious promises are the same, yesterday, to-day, 
and for ever ? " 
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Mrs. Cole sighed, and after a moment's hesita- 
tion spoke — 

"It is all very well for you to talk, sir. You 
have been a Christian so long, but I am only just 
beginning to see the right way. It must be 
heavenly indeed to feel as you do. But / can't 
feel so, try as I may. I was happy a day or two 
ago ; I thought I saw the light ; but it is all gloom 
and darkness again now. I would give the world, 
if I had it, to be able to say, I felt at peace, or 
that I was in Christ, and that the Saviour was mine. 
But I can't say it. I wouldn't say it — no, not for 
a thousand pounds ! It would only be a sin and a 
story, if I did. What is the use of my saying, I 
have found the Saviour, when I haven't — or that I 
feel happy, when I don't feel any such thing ? I am 
a sinful creature — that's what I am. I try and 
try, and still I am sinful. And I pray and pray 
again, but my heart is as hard as a stone. And I 
am afraid it is all no use. We must wait, as I was 
saying to Mr. Falkner the other day, till the Holy 
Spirit draws us." 

Quietly, patiently, and kindly old Caleb listened, 
and then, in his own way, he went over all that 
I had before said to Mrs. Cole, and I could see that 
once again she took comfort. 

He talked, and she answered him, and I sat 
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and listened. Presently came a thoughtful pause, 
which was at length broken by Caleb. 

" Change and change/' he said softly. " Nothing 
certain, nothing to be depended upon in this world, 
not even our own feelings. But Thou art, the same, 
dear Lord, and Thy words shall not fail, though 
heaven and earth pass away. 

" ' Sometimes the glory paleth, 
And its brightness disappears ;^ 
But *tis only the eye that faileth, 
Or is dimmed by earth-bom tears.' 

" Jesus came to save sinners. This is a faithful 
saying, worthy of all acceptation, and will stand 
fast for ever. Am I a sinner ? Then, if I come to 
Him, and freely own my sin. He will forgive me, 
and not cast me out, for He has said so, and He 
will save me in spite of my feelings. He loved 
me, and gave Himself for me : I accept His great 
salvation with awakening love and lively gratitude 
filling my heart, and I resolve henceforth to spend 
and be spent in His dear service. I have nothing 
more to do with doubts and fears and feelings : they 
are snares laid by Satan himself to catch imwary 
souls. I am my Lord's^ and He is mine for ever ; 
whom then shall I fear, or of what shall I be 
afraid ? " 

Mrs. Cole, as I could see, drank in every word ; 
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and from that night, as she afterwards told me, she 
felt as if a great burden had been rolled off her 
mind. Still, she saw but darkly yet, though the 
noonday of light and glory would doubtless come 
in time. The Christian grows slowly, but then he 
grows for eternity. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



MEANS OF GRACE. 



I WENT my rounds again among the people of the 
village in which I dwelt. The work did me much 
good. *He that watereth shall be watered also 
himself/ says the wise man; and I proved the 
truth of the promise in my own experience. My 
religion became more real, more beautiful and com- 
forting to me day by day ; and daily also I had 
more joy in drawing nearer and nearer to the dear 
Lord, whom I had worshipped too long at a dis- 
tance. 

I searched for my Lord's lost jewels among the 
glittering paste and shining tinsel of the great 
false world, and I found the search growing rapidly 
into a wonderful means of grace to my own souL 

Never had my hope as a Christian been more 
precious to me, never had it warmed my heart 
with a more enduring glow. Serenely it shone in 
its unchanging tender beauty, growing only brighter, 
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and contrasting strongly, and in a sense fearfully, 
with the cold, fading glare of all things here below. 

I saw the business man wrapped up as before in 
his pleasures and anxieties of money-making, and 
I asked him whether he ever attended God's 
house ? 

" No," he answered ; " my mind is too much 
occupied for that. If I come I cannot enter into 
what is going on. But when I retire from business, 
and my mind is free, you will probably see me at 
church sometimes." 

" God grant I may," I returned, " and that the 
* accepted time ' and the ' day of salvation ' may not 
have passed away before the period comes upon 
which you presume to reckon." 

I saw the young cottage mother again, with her 
four or five tiny children, and I put the same ques- 
tion to her which I had put to the rich man, add- 
ing, " We should be careful to make all the use we 
possibly can of the means of grace which our kind 
God has provided." 

" Yes," she said. " But you see, sir, I can't get 
away ; and if I could, my thoughts would be here — 
I couldn't listen to anything ; and I should be in a 
real worry till I got back again." 

" But if you should be taken away by death," 1 
rejoined, " or disabled by illness, you could not be 
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always with your little ones then/' And once more 
the words of Jeremiah crossed my mind, and I re- 
peated them — 

" ' Give glory to the Lord your God, lefore He cause 
darkness, and before your feet stumble upon the dark 
mountains! " 

Many more I saw whose lives and actions declared, 
no matter what they said in words, that they de- 
spised the means of grace by which we may draw 
near to God our Father, and to the great and glori- 
ous kingdom of His Son. Martha with her house- 
keeping, the boy with his. spin-top, the young girl 
with her lovers, one and all were alike engrossed by 
trifles, and neglecting the while the Word of God 
with its hid treasures, and passing carelessly the 
house of God, in which others — surely wiser than 
they ! — were drinking the cup of salvation, and call- 
ing upon the name of the Lord. 

Strange mistake ! blind perversity and infatua- 
tion ! In the Lord's house, sitting among the Lord's 
people, they might have heard from the Lord's Book 
of that other house, not made with hands, eternal in 
the heavens, in which Christians shall dweU here- 
after — a mansion, nay, 'many mansions,' prepared 
by the Lord of heaven Himself for those whom He 
loves, bought with His own blood. And hearing 
this, they might have been stricken with shame,- 
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while they remembered all their disdain and indif- 
ference and ingratitude towards the same dear Lord 
and Saviour who had done so much for them, and 
whose care and kindness had surrounded them from 
their youth up, and who waited still in patience and 
long-suffering for them to turn to Him before it was 
too late — ^waited, knocking time after time by His 
Spirit at the door of their hearts. And then they 
might have humbled themselves before Him, and 
with tears confessed their many sins and short- 
comings, and so have obtained His sweet and loving 
forgiveness, and have stood, even in this life, 'on 
the mount of God, with sunlight in their souls/ 

It was evening, and I was weary, and feeling in 
need of encouragement. Almost all work in this 
world that is worth anything is uphill work, and 
mine, I had found, was no exception to the rule. 
But, sweet and restful reminder ! it will not be so 
in the world to come. 

I went to the old rambling farmhouse in which 
Caleb Poland dwelt, and asked him if he felt inclined 
to gather a few friends together, that we might talk, 
and cheer one another by the way — and especially that 
Ae, dear old Christian as he was, and probably near 
the end of his journey, might talk to us. His quiet 
words, so full of firm, loving faith, always helped and 
inspired me, as I knew they did many others. 



3 2 Means of Grace. 

%k 

Soon we were sitting round the large kitchen table, 
a party of ten or twelve — Caleb himself; Miss 
Jean Poland, his grand-daughter, a young woman 
of three or four and twenty, plain of feature, but a 
true and earnest Christian, with — 

' Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds 
In her very looks ; * 

Hannah Markwick, Caleb's housekeeper, a kind old 
lady in mob cap, and striped gown ; my housekeeper, 
Mrs. Cole; little Charlotte Goodwin; Simeon Isroch, 
a taU, powerful-looking old man, of an argumentative 
turn, but nevertheless, as I believed, sincere in his 
wish to discover the right road ; myself, and four or 
five others. 

We had often held these little meetings for 
conversation upon good things, therefore we all 
felt quite at ease, even little Charlotte Goodwin, 
who now fixed her childish eyes upon Caleb, and 
inquired — 

"May I ask a question, if you please, Mr. 
Poland ? " 

"Certainly you may, my dear. What is it?" 
And the old man turned to her in his kindly way. 
" Speak out. Don't be afraid." 

" Why do people go to church ? " Here Charlee 
hesitated, and then went on again. " I know, but 
I couldn't explain it to anybody. I went to see 
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my Aunt Jane the other day ; she lives a long way 
from here, and she was asking me about it. And 
she said that the way to get to heaven was to go to 
church very often, and to read the Bible, and to 
say our prayers regularly. I know that that is not 
right, but why do people go to church ? " 

A long speech for quiet little Charlee, but now, 
before Caleb could answer, Simeon Isroch took up 
the question : 

"Ah," he said, bringing his hand down upon the 
table, just to give his words emphasis, " that is just 
what I want to know. I can't see why it ain't just 
as likely to do me good to stay at home and read 
my Bible, as to go to church and hear it read ! 
And why can't I kneel down, and pray to my 
Father which seeth in secret ? — won't He hear me 
as weU as if I prayed in a church ? " 

" Yes," answered Caleb thoughtfully, as he always 
spoke. "He will hear you, Simeon, for He hears 
everything; but whether He will be pleased with 
you for choosing your own way of worshipping 
Him, instead of His way, is another thing. All 
Christians pray at home, as well as abroad, and read 
their Bibles also. But they are bidden further not 
to forsake the assembling of themselves together, as 
the manner of some is. And they are told that 
where two or three are gathered together in the 
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name of a common Saviour, there He is in the 
midst of them. And we have, too, the example of 
the Jews in their so largely and constantly assem- 
bling together. And the Lord Jesus, our great 
Pattern, says, ' I was daily with you in the temple! 
The apostles also were * continually in the temple, 
praising and blessing God.' '' 

Caleb paused a moment, then continued — 
** Our God chooses to work by means, and we 
cannot expect a blessing if we do not make use of 
these means. Bightly used, they will lift our hearts 
nearer and ever nearer to Him who ordained them, 
and show us more and more of His love and His 
power and His truth. But now let us look at a few 
Scripture examples of the way in which it hath 
pleased the Lord in times past to work by means." 
And Caleb turned to his big Bible, and read the 
account of Elijah as he lay asleep under a juniper 
tree. 

"The angel awaked him to eat the cake, that 
by it he might have strength," he commented 
presently, when he had finished reading. "God 
could have given him strength without this simple 
means, but He did not choose to do so ; and some 
day, I believe, we shall see, with the eyes of our 
newly glorified bodies, why it was highest wisdom 
in the Lord of heaven to use 'the cake baken on 
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coals' in the way He did. And can we not 
imagine it as one of the delights of heaven that 
we shall be able to satisfy these curious inquiring 
minds which God has given us — that we shall be 
able to see a reason why for all the things that 
puzzle us now ? 

"And then again, when Elisha wished to heal 
the unwholesome waters, he -cast in salt as a means. 
Also, when he would heal the deadly pottage, he 
cast meal into the pot. Naaman the Syrian was 
bidden to wask in Jordan seven times to heal him 
of his leprosy. He questioned the wisdom of the 
command, but that did not help him, and until he 
went and washed in simple obedience to the word 
of the man of God he was not healed. The Lord 
Jesus also chose to work by means when He was on 
earth, and He chooses to do so still. Happy those 
who honour Him with the simple and ready obedi- 
ence which He loves. But what is the use of 
water in baptism ? asks one ; we can believe and 
be saved without water. And what is the use of 
the bread and wine in the sacrament of the 
Lord's Supper ? asks another ; we can remember His 
death for us without eating bread and drinking 
wine. . . . Well, we need not, and ought not, to 
trouble ourselves about the vm of these things. 
They are means which God has appointed, and that 
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should be enough for us. And if we use them as 
He would have us do, we shall get the good which 
He Himself will take care that they shall be the 
means of conveying to our souls." 

And now Simeon Isroch spoke agam. 

" I begin to see," he said ; " and I think I shall 
make up my mind to go to church after this. Thank 
you. Master Poland." 

" And," put in Charlee, " I shall tell Aimt Jane 
when I see her again that Christians go to church 
because God teUs them to, and because they like to 
go where they are sure of hearing something about 
Him, and Twt because they think that going to 
church and reading the Bible wUl take them to 
heaven." 

Old Caleb smiled at her, and laid his hand on 
her shoulder. 

" And you must tell her too, dear child, that the 
dear Lord Jesus, the Saviour of the world, is the 
one and only Way into the kingdom, which is 
heaven — that belief in Him, and trust in His entire 
forgiveness and justification, will carry her soul 
thither as on wings. To go to church, and to read 
the Bible, and to pray often, are very right and 
proper things to do, but they cannot possibly save 
a man. It is right and proper to put cups and 
plates upon the table in readiness for a meal, but 
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the cups and plates are not food. And the meaTis 
which God has ordained are as cups and plates to 
cany His grace to hungry and thirsty souls ; but 
they are not the grace itself. And the more a soul 
hungers and thirsts after righteousness, the more 
constantly will he use these heavenly cups and 
plates." 

" Thank you, sir," returned Charlee. " I under- 
stand it so nicely now." 

" Yes," said Simeon again, meditatively, " I must 
go to church. I have no wish to run in the face of 
the wise commands of Almighty God." 
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CHAPTEE V. 

^ KEEP YOURSELVES FROM IDOLS* 

"Little children, keep yourselves from idols," says 
St. John. And surely there is scarce -a soul in 
this world but has need at one time or another to 
remember his words — loving warning and reminder 
in one, as they are. 

I had seen much of Arthur Kingsford lately, and 
I had noticed a great change in him. He was like 
another man. His gay spirits were all gone ; his 
once handsome and good-humoured face was now 
pale, and thin, and careworn ; he would sigh, and 
look at the ground, and lose himself in the middle 
of a conversation; he had grown impatient and 
irritable, instead of being one of the best-tempered 
men in the world ; and he was fond of long, solitary 
walks, though he had formerly disUked them. In 
short, he was totally unlike the Arthur Kingsford 
of a few months before. 

And soon I discovered what I had long suspected, 
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namely, that he had been making to himself an 
idol, and that it had caused him sorrow, as idols 
almost invariably do. 

Eose Shelboume had been his idoL He had 
set her np in his heart of hearts, and absolutely 
worshipped her — that is, he had poured out upon 
her such an intense, unmingled, whole-souled love, 
as is neither safe nor right to give to any human 
being. He had offered her this love, and— for what 
reason he knew not — she had entirely rejected it 
and him, after giving him not a little encouragement. 
And now she had left the place on a long visit to 
some relatives. 

Arthur, poor fellow, had striven hard and long to 
hide the blow he had received. But he could not 
do so. She had been his all ; he had had no hope 
for earth or heaven but in her. And now she was 
gone. What could he do ? His earthly stay was 
broken — and he had not a heavenly — and his whole 
soul collapsed for the time in despair. 

Poor Eose also, as we afterwards knew, had had 
her trouble. She had played with many hearts 
thoughtlessly enough ; but at length her own time 
came, and, carelessly and heartlessly as she had 
treated others, so she was treated in return, and by 
one for whom she would have laid down her life. 
And then she had learned the self-same hard and 
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bitter lesson which she had been the means of 

setting before Arthur. But, being a gentle and 

deHcate girl, and not a strong man as Arthur was, 

the lesson cost her her life. 

• • • • • 

I was on my way to old Giles' miserable hoveL 
He also had his god, his idol — it was gold. He 
starved himself in order to keep his dumb, sense- 
less gold. He chuckled over it, and caressed it, 
as if it had been a living thing. I had often seen 
him thus, and I had more than once thought of the 
words — 

" The god of this world hath blinded the minds 
of them which believe not." 

Yes, and the god of this world makes for his 
deluded followers Toany gods, by whom they may 
yet more effectually serve him — dressed-up puppets, 
which he presents to his tools, his slaves, as substi- 
tutes for the joys everlasting. But the great God 
of heaven says — 

" Thou shalt have none other gods hut Me,'' 

Giles had accepted the puppet which Satan had 
offered him, only too gladly, as — alas, that it should 
be so ! — so many of us do. And now it was the 
first object on earth to him. 

I found him at his evening meal — a crust of dry 
bread, which he still went on mimching as he 
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talked to me. He had welcomed me very kindly 
in his own way, for he looked upon me as shut out 
from the world by my deformity, and perhaps it 
was for this reason that he had often chosen to 
make a confidant of me. 

I spoke presently of Arthur Kingsford. Giles 
did not appear to listen at first ; but by and by as 
I paused, he suddenly fixed his black restless eyes 
on me. 

" Would you like to know, lad," he said in a half 
whisper— he always called me * lad ' — " whether he 
is to have the girl or not in the end ? Because I'll 
let you know to-morrow, if you like ! " 

"Nonsense, Giles!" I answered impatiently, 
though I felt sorry at heart. " You are thinking of 
that horrible spirit-rapping again ! As I have told 
you before, I do not wish to have anything to do 
with it." 

He dropped his eyes, and went on eating his 
bread, presently muttering at intervals — 

" No, ... no ; I thought he wouldn't. . . . He 
never wilL . . . And I remember the text he 
showed me once, that forbade 7m to have any- 
thing to do with it either. . . . But, for all that, 
I don't think I can give it up. . . . It has got 
too fast a hold upon me." And I thought I saw 
him shudder ; and then he sighed. 
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I felt my heart warm with pity and tenderness 
towards him. 

" Dear old friend," I said, touching his shaking 
and withered hand, " I wish you would give it up, 
and your thirst for gold also. It will be a hard 
struggle; but the dear Lord Jesus, who Himself 
has suffered being tempted, will help you in it, if 
you ask Him." 

He did not utter a word by way of reply ; and 
I continued, drawing nearer to him, and speaking 
more earnestly, and inwardly praying that the 
power of the Spirit might rest on what I should 
say: 

" Giles, I know that in your secret heart you 
dare to despise this same Lord Jesus for all the 
humiliation which He suffered while on earth, and 
for the cruel death which He died — ^yes, to despise 
Him, though He bore all for us, for you and for 
me. But remember that the end of His wondrous 
history is yet to come. His humiliation for His 
lost world is long past : His triumph is approaching. 
And in that day when He, the Lord alone, shall be 
exalted, and when He shall take to Himself His 
great power and reign, and our eyes shall see it 
either as His beloved and cherished Bride,* His 
Church xmited in one, or as His trembling enemies — 
in that day, dear old friend, would you wish to be 



^ Keep yourselves from Idols' 43 

one of those who shall cast their idols of silver and 
their idols of gold, which they have made each one 
for himself to worship, to the moles and to the 
bats ? to go into the clefts of the rocks, and into 
the tops of the ragged rocks, for fear of the Lord, 
and for the glory of His majesty , when He ariseth to 
shake terribly the earth ? " 

Silently the old man sat there. He appeared to 
be thinking deeply. Suddenly he clutched at my 
arm. 

" Shall I see Him in death, lad ? " he questioned, 
in a whisper that thrilled me through. " Will He 
help me in death ? Ah, I fear death ! Yes, I fear 
it I How shall I escape ? But no ! " — and he gave 
a sort of low, wailing cry — " there is no escape ! " 

"Yes, there is," I said soothingly. "Blessed 
be God, there is ! Give up your idols, Giles. The 
Lord is a jealous God, and will not accept a divided 
heart. Give up tampering with spiritualism — give 
up your love of gold, and cast in your lot with Him 
who has gained the victory over death, and made it 
the gate of life, and then you will fear it no 
longer." 

He. sighed once more — a long sigh. 

" No," he said. " He will not accept me. You 
tell me that He, Christ alone, is the Way into 
the kingdom ; but He is not the Way for me. And 
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besides " — and his voice grew quick and harsh, and 
the plaintive, wailing tone died out of it — " what 
would be the use of my going into the kingdom of 
heaven ? There is no gold there ! And what would 
poor old Giles do without his god of gold ? Ah, you 
spoke a true word then, lad ; heaven would not be 
heaven to me without my goldr 

And the expression of his shrunken and withered 
features changed ; there was surely no more relent- 
ing in them for the present ; and the light in his 
black bead-like eyes became cold and forbidding. 

" Yes," I said, answering only part of his speech, 
" there will be gold in heaven, Giles. Listen ! " 
And I took my Bible, which I had brought with 
me, and read — 

"'And he carried me away in the spirit to a 
great and high mountain, and showed me that great 
city, the holy Jerusalem, descending out of heaven 
from God. . . . And the building of the wall of it 
was of jasper ; and the city was pure gold, like 
unto clear glass. . . . And the street of the city was 
pure gold, as it were transparent glass.' " 

Giles' eyes flashed now with a sort of delight, 
but he said nothing. 

" There will be jewels there too," I said. And 
I read again — 

" ' And the foundations of the wall of the city 
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were garnished with aU manner of precious stones/ 
Think of that, GHes ! " And I held the book to- 
wards him. "Put on your glasses, and look for 
yourself/' And I pointed out to him, from the 
twenty-first chapter of the Eevelation, the words — 
' Sapphire,' ' emerald,' ' topaz,' ' amethyst.' 

" And here again ! " I said. And his eyes fol- 
lowed my finger, and he slowly read — 
J * And the twelve gates were twelve pearls; every 
several gate was of one pearl! 

He stopped short in a kind of amaze. But the 
next moment he grew angry. 

" A child's fairy tale ! " he said sharply. " Do 
you take me for a fool, lad? Pooh! Pearls, 
emeralds, amethysts, sapphires, and gold ! gold ! ! 
gold ! 1 ! " And he raised his voice at each repeti- 
tion of the beloved word, till it reached a weak, 
broken scream. 

But his petulant anger died away as quickly as 
it had arisen, and he said— 

" You must bring me a book like that, lad. I 
must read the words again and again for myself. 
No ! A man need never fear death, if he may live 
in a city of gold ! Let the print be large and clear, 
lad, and bring it me as soon as you can." 

And very gladly I obeyed. 
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I had heard that Arthur Kingsford was danger- 
ously ill — of brain-fever. I was on my way to 
Caleb's farm when I was told this. 

I went in. Only Jean was there. 

" Have you heard that Mr. Kingsford is seriously 
iU ? " I asked her. 

Poor Jean ! I was sorry, but not surprised, to see 
her clear grey eyes light up with such quick interest 
and anxiety at my mention of Arthur. 

" HI ? " she repeated, without seeming altogether 
to comprehend my meaning, while the light in her 
eyes faded to a dreamy sadness — ''ill, did you 
say ? " 

I told her what I had heard. 

She tried to reply without showing what she felt, 
but she could not succeed ; and after a few minutes' 
ineffectual attempt to sustain a conversation, she 
excused herself, and left me. 

Ah, I thought, love is sweet ; but in this world 
it is a great mystery, and full of sorrow as sweet- 
ness. But, reader, we have here, as the poet says, 
only the wavering * image ' of love. In the kingdom 
we shall possess it in its fulness, substance instead 
of shadow ; and who then shall describe it ? It 
will be touched with mystery and sorrow no more ; 
it will be disappointed no more, but answered in 
every thought; it will be beauty and joy and 
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peace, rising upward, ever upward, into unknown 
heights of bliss, through all eternity. 

Dear Jean Poland! gentle Christian girl! why 
should she have taken to herself this trouble — ^for 
trouble it surely would prove! Ah, Jean, Jean! 
you were almost the last whom I should have sus- 
pected of making an idol of aught earthly — yet 
even you have made one for the time of Arthur 
Kingsford. 

Meanwhile, there lay Arthur in unconsciousness 
and delirium. Before night I stood at his bedside. 
He took not the smallest notice of me, but only 
tossed from side to side, moaning and muttering, and 
sometimes bursting out into incoherent ravings. 

'They that run after another god,' I thought, 
* shall have great trouble.' How many thousands 
of times have these inspired words of the Psalmist 
been fulfilled ! 

Presently the sick man sat up in his bed. He 
had seen me ; but he did not know me. 

" Heartless ! " he said, in a slow, distinct voice. 
" Yes, he is heartless too I They are all heartless, 
men and women alike, in this world." And then 
he went on muttering again. Suddenly he shouted, 
addressing apparently some invisible presence, and 
his mingled anger and fear rising with every word : 
^ No ! I say ! I will have nothing to do with you. 
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What did that old man — old Caleb — say about tho 
way into the kingdom ? I mvM remember it. But 
no; it is gone from me; and there stands the 
Arch-fiend mocking my ignorance, laughing at my 
misery ! Don't you see him there, at the foot of the 
bed ? ' Avoid thee, fiend ! * Wliat are the words ? 

* With cruel hand. 
Shake not the sinner's dying sand.* 

Begone, I say ! He comes nearer ! No, no ! He 
shall not touch me ! 7 am not dying ! Say a 
prayer, one of you ! — ^He is come to torment me ! — 
A prayer — a prayer ! " 

I drew nearer, and strove to soothe him. 

"Lie down, dear fellow," I said. "I will take 
care of you. Nothing shall hurt you while I am 
here. Try to sleep, will you ? " 

" Sleep I " he shouted again, seemingly in a 
transport of rage and derision. " There is no sleep 
for me! Y(m wiU take care of me, will you? 
What are you ? — a puny miserable dwarf, like 
you — what can you do against Satan himself? 
Yes, Satan, man ! Tremble, and be afraid ! There 
he is ! " pointing with his finger. " What will you 
do ? You can't lift your little finger, if you haven't 
God on your side. What wiU you do ! what will 
ycu do, I say ? " 

He reiterated this question till he was tired; 
and then he fell back on his pillow, and was quiet 
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for a moment. But soon I heard him murmur- 
ing softly to himself, and I could distinguish the 
words — 

** After the joys of earth, 
After its songs of mirth, 
After its hours of light. 
After its dreams so bright-- 
What then?" 

He paused. Very solemnly and even sweetly he 
had repeated the lines ; they had called tears into 
my eyes, but none into his own. The next moment 
he continued, more sadly, more feelingly, than be- 
fore — 

'* Only an empty name ; 
Only a weary frame ; 
Only a ceaseless smart ; 
Only an aching heart. 
And then ? 
Only a sad farewell 
To a world loved too well ; 
Only a silent bed 
With the forgotten dead.** 

His eyes, still dry and unnaturally bright, yet 
so full of mournful unconsciousness, met mine as 
he finished. Something in my face seemed to 
puzzle him; a gleam of half-awakened reason 
crossed his countenance, but it was gone again in 
an instant, and he was tossing and muttering rest- 
lessly as ever. Then he appeared to be trying to 
pray, and declared in a piteous voice that death 
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Tmcst not come to him yet, for he was not ready ; 
and by and by, with all the eagerness of insanity, 
he was beseeching some kind soul to show him 
* the way into the kingdom/ 

"I scorned it once!" he exclaimed in a wild 
bitter tone. " But now I would give all I have to 
see it ! Yet no ! I have turned my back on it, 
and I cannot turn again. It is fading, fading; its 
glory is lost to me for ever ! I am going down to 
everlasting death without a hope ! Who will save 
me ? I shall never see the light again 1 never 
know what joy means any more." 

Once more I tried to soothe and comfort him. I 
knew that he had lost his reason, and that to talk 
to him was useless, yet how could I help whisper- 
ing in his ear— 

" Jesus the Lord can save, even at the last. He 

can be a Light through all, to the souls that love 

Him. He will forgive, and bring deliverance. Se 

WILL save. Trust Him, only trust Him ! " 
• • . • • 

I was on my way home, my heart full of prayer 
stiU for the poor soul I had left in trouble and 
distress from which no human being could rescue 
him. And earnestly I pleaded with the good Lord 
who overrules all, that the time might soon come, 
when, this illness over, and he well and strong again. 
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Arthur Kingsford's friends might be able to say of 
him — " It is good for him that he has been afflicted. 
He has been tried, and has come forth as gold. 
And now the Lord alone doth lead him, and there 
is no strange god with him.'* 
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CilAPTEE Vt 



FORGIVENESS. 



The crisis of the fever was past, and Arthur Kings- 
ford began slowly to recover his strength. 

He was altogether an altered man. Never more 
would he take the delight he had formerly done in 
this world and its pleasures. And soon he would 
bless God with heart and soul, even for this severe 
illness ; nay, I am by no means certain that he did 
not so bless Him already. 

I went to sit with him daily ; we were fast friends 
now. But he was very weak yet, and talked but 
little. 

It was afternoon, a most beautiful afternoon in 
summer. From Arthur s open window we could 
gaze over the village that nestled under the hills, 
embowered in trees, and bordered with pretty wind- 
ing lanes, which were in their turn fringed with 
the straggling dog-rose, sweet-briar, and bramble. 
Then there were the beautiful meadows, thickly 
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sprinkled with buttercups and daisies, and rich with 
luxuriant and yet unmown grass, that waved and 
glistened in the summer breezes and the dazzling 
sunshine. And here and there, dividing the meadows, 
were smooth green banks, soft with moss, and starred 
with the pale glory of primroses ; whUe under the 
shadow of the fine old oaks that grew around stood 
up little sheaves of cool blue-bells. The scent of 
late violets came to us also from the garden below, 
and the bright little eyes of hundreds of pansies 
met our gaze, as we leaned out of the window, and 
looked downward, to inhale aU the fragrance, and 
to drink in the beauty. 

"Glorious!" said Arthur softly; and then he 
sighed. 

" All marred by sin," I murmured, " and yet so 
lovely ! What then will the new earth be, wherein 
imtamished righteousness shall dwell for ever ? " 

Arthur did not speak for some time ; and I 
thought he was still admiring nature's beautiful 
living pictures, as they lay spread out before him. 
But presently, leaning back in his chair again, he 
said wearily — 

" There is a cloud over it all for me, John ; and 
there is a great weight upon my heart, a great 
burden which I fear I shall never be able to cast 
pflf; and the thought of it comes between me and 
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all pleasure. . . . And as for tliat beautiful new 
earth, I shall never see it." 

« Why not, dear boy ? " 

" I have been a sinner," he returned, quietly and 
sadly — " a careless, thoughtless sinner aU my life. 
Is it possible that a great and holy God can ever 
forgive me ? How can I expect it ? No ; there is 
no forgiveness, no peace, for me." 

I took a Bible that lay on a table near, opened 
it, and pointed to the following : — 

"The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a 
broken heart; and saveth such as be of a contrite 
spirit." 

" Yes," he answered sorrowfully still ; but I saw 
that he read the words a second time. 

" Near you," I commented. " The dear Lord is 
near you, Arthur, for are you not of a broken and 
contrite spirit ? And if He is near you — so pitiful 
and loving as He is, and, as the Bible says, * of 
tender mercy,' will He not forgive you ? It is dis- 
trusting Him, dishonouring Him, to doubt it for 
a moment. He is good, and ready to forgive and 
plenteous in mercy unto all them that call upon 
Him, says David." 

He looked a little comforted. 

" I do not know my Bible, John. I am grieved 
and ashamed to say I have never studied it ; but 
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now show me in the Saviour's own words that I am 
forgiven, and I will believe." 

I had a small Concordance which I always carried 
in my pocket ; and I found the word " Forgiven," 
and then the following texts. 

" There, Arthur ! " 

Slowly and weakly he read, and I saw his pale 
face light up with hope and joy long before he had 
finished — 

" Wherefore I say imto you, All manner of sin 
and blasphemy shall be forgiven wrUo men " (Matt, 
xii 31). 

" Verily I say unto you, All sins shall be forgiven 
unto the sons of men, and blasphemies wherewith 
soever they shall blaspheme" (Mark iii 28). 

And now I turned to i John i. 7, and Arthur 
read again — 

** The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us 
from all sin!* 

" There ! " I said. " How can you get away from 
that, dear boy ? " 

He closed his eyes, still lying back in his chair, 
and a smUe of heaven-bom beauty rested on his 
lips. 

"I cannot," he murmured — "cannot get away 
from it if I would. It is very sweet. * The blood 
of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth from all sin.' 



58 Forgiveness. 

And * (dl sins shall be forgiven/ Thank you, dear 
John/* 



In the evening I went to see Caleb. And not 
finding him in the house, I went into the garden, 
and from thence into the orchard, and there under 
one of the apple-trees sat little Charlotte Goodwin. 

She was holding a hymn-book open in her hand, 
and as I drew nearer, I thought I saw large wistful 
tears in her eyes. The next minute I had seated 
myself beside her, and at her request was reading 
to her the hymn at which she had been looking. 

" I left it aU with Jesns 

Long ago ; 
AU my sins I brought Him, 

And my woe : 
When by faith I saw Him 

On the tree, 
Heard His stiU smaU whisper, 

' 'Tis for thee,' 
From my heart the burden 

RoUed away, 

Happy day I ' 



" Do you think it is for me ? " inquired Charlee. 
"I mean, do you think I may say it for myself?" 

" But you have no ' woe ' to leave with the Lord 
Jesus, have you, my child ? " 

" Oh yes ! " she answered, drawing a long breath. 
" I have been so wicked ! All my life I have been 
so wicked ! " 



Forgiveness. 59 

" What have you done, Charlee ? " I asked, to 
try her. 

" My heart is wicked," she returned. " I am bad 
all the time. Oh, do you think that God will ever 
forgive me ? " 

Arthur's question — the question of every single 
soul in existence, directly it begins to wake to a 
sense of its own innate sinfulness and shortcom- 
ings. 

** I am sure He will, Charlee. Again and again 
we read in the Bible how He forgave even the most 
wicked people, when they humbled themselves, and 
cried to Him to save them from the troubles which 
their own sins had brought upon them. Have you 
talked to Miss Poland about it ? " For dear Jean 
was Charlee's Sunday-school teacher, and best 
friend. 

" No," rejoined the little girl. " I have written 
this letter to her, though." And she showed me 
one between the pages of her hymn-book. " And 
in it I have told her all about it. I felt so sorrow- 
ful I couldn't bear it any longer. She is gone with 
Mr. Poland to see some one who is ill ; and I am 
going to wait here till she comes back, and then 
give her the letter." 

I waited also. 
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Soft summer twilight had come on ; and there 
we were, all sitting under the apple-trees, in the 
orchard. 

Jean had read Charlee's letter, and then, with 
the child's permission, had quietly passed it to kind 
old Caleb. 

Jean looked pale and weary, but good and 
gentle and patient as ever ; while her hidden sorrow 
was continually pulling at her heart-strings, and 
sapping her young life. 

"And so this little lamb of the flock is in 
trouble, is she ? " said Caleb, when he had finished 
the letter, drawing Charlee to him, and looking 
kindly on her little downcast face. "But, come, 
here is medicine for you, dear child ! " And he 
turned to the First Epistle of St. John, and pointed 
to the text — "/ write unto you, little children^ 
lecause your sins are forgiven you for Sis name's 
sake" " Is not that enough," he continued, " from 
the loving apostle of Him who gathers the lambs in 
His arms, and carries them in His bosom? You 
must talk to her, Jean ; and ask wisdom from 
above, to show her that the good God's forgiveness 
was hers long ago — the moment she began to 
sorrow over her sins, and that she grieves Him, as 
we all do, by doubting His full and free pardon and 
justification through Him who bore all punishment 
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for us. Why did the Lord Jesus die, if not to save 

those who should come to Him ? Whom should 

He forgive, if not those who are grieved on accoimt 

of sin ? Have faith, and doubt not, dear child, and 

aU wiU be weU." 

• • • • • 

" Yes," I mused as I walked through the lanes 
homeward, " forgiveness is certainly one of the first 
chapters in a Christian's history. He cannot work 
or rest till he has fully grasped his pardon. It 
is held out to him from the first ; but he cannot 
see it. He gropes blindly, and at length he finds 
it. His eyes are holden no longer; eagerly, joy- 
fully, he sees, he tastes, he touches, he realises, a 
little — only a little yet — of the manifold grace of 
God. 

" And then he has peace. And day by day God 
feeds his soul with more grace. Little by little it 
unfolds to him. It is suflacient for all his needs. 
It leads him on from faWh to tiape — from Tiofpe to 
charity, which is love ; and in love it guides him 
into the kingdom, where 

' Faith is lost in sight, 
And patient Hope is crowned ;' 

while LovCy which 'never faUeth,' goes on broaden- 
ing and deepening, and increasing in glory and 
beauty for ever. 
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"And to all this, forgiveness, through our dear 
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, is the key." 

I was approaching Giles' cottage. It was late, 
but I hesitated only for a moment, and then went in. 

I found the old man sitting on a broken chair- 
he did not possess a whole one — in low spirits, as 
was usual with him lately, bewailing the sad state 
of the times. 

" No money to be had," he said, shaking his 
head from side to side. "No money to be had 
anjrwhere! I shall be ruined one of these days! 
All my hard-earned savings will have to go to pay 
other people's debts ! That is just how it will be ! 
And I shaU be ruined ! Ah, it is a sad thing for a 
poor old man like me to have to look forward to ! '* 
And again he shook his grey head, and began to 
sigh piteously. 

I comforted him as well as I could ; and by and 
by I spoke of the debt we all owe to God, and how 
He cancels it for the Lord's dear sake the moment 
He sees real sorrow in our hearts " for sin. And 
then I led the conversation by degrees to the 
subject which had been occupying my mind. And 
I talked of Arthur Kingsford, and little Charlotte 
Goodwin. 

" You see, Giles," I concluded, "their trouble was 
not about money, or anything belonging to this 
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world ; there are worse troubles than money-troubles, 
though you may not think so. Those two are 
wondering whether they may rest assured that God 
has forgiven them, cancelled their great debt to Him. 
Let them but realise that He has done so, and they 
would laugh at aU that you caU trouble. They 
think that they have been so wicked that God surely 
cannot forgive them. What would you say to them, 
if they were to talk to you on the subject ? " 

He frowned, and answered, half testily — 

" Forgive them ! Why, yes ; God would forgive 
tJiem, no doubt. What have they done ? If it had 
been me now, an old double-dyed sinner Uke me, 
I might have doubted." 

He half paused. I spoke again — 

" And do you doubt, Giles ? " 

"Doubt what?" And his tone was impatient 
stilL 

" Doubt whether God would forgive you if you 
were to ask Him ? " 

" Yes," he answered ; " I do. Forgive me / No ; 
there is no forgiveness for me, I have left it too 
long. Don't torment me, lad; and don't trouble 
yourself about me. There's no hope of mercy left 
for me now." 

He stopped abruptly, drew a heavy sigh, and 
leaned forward,, resting his head on his hands. 
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** No, no ! " he said again. " My heart is hard, 
lad. As you would say, there is no sorrow for sin 
left in it. Will God forgive a sinner who cannot 
repent ? " 

** No," I answered softly ; " but He will take away 
the stony heart within you, and give you a heart of 
flesh that can repent, and then, * though your sins 
be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow, and 
though they be red like crimson, they shall be as 
wool.' " 

For a long time Giles sat silent. At length he 
said — 

" Get my Bible, lad, and mark the words. May- 
be they will do me good some day." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

'yoy IN BELIEVING* 

** Unto you therefore which heliem He is precious." 
Beautiful words ! forming one of the Christian's 
jewels. He hdieves, and in his sweet belief he is 
ever drawing nearer and nearer to that dear Lord 
whom the same heavenly belief makes so precious. 
Daily and hourly he confesses to Him his many 
sins of thought and life, and believes in His kind and 
fall forgiveness. In aU his affiction he turns to 
Him, believing in His ever-present and loving sym- 
pathy and comfort. In all his perplexities he goes 
to Hun, as to a Friend that sticketh closer than a 
brother, and amid aU trouble and distress and dark- 
ness he hears the beloved voice of his Lord ever 
whispering in his heart — 
" Be not afraid, only believe,*^ 
And over and over again there comes to his soul 
the sweet assurance that, this chequered and un- 
satisfactory life having passed away, he will receive 
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at his Lord's hand the full reward and consequence 
of his belief, and rise up in the kingdom, more than 
conqueror through Him who loved him — nay, who 
loves him still — ^who wUl love him to everlasting 
ages. 

And how far beyond the utmost stretch of our 
earthly imaginations is the joy of such a love ! 
And how our doubting, changing, earthly affections 
pale and recede before it ! * 

It was a pleasant summer evening. I had gone 
to Caleb's farm. Entering the great bam-like 
kitchen — which was used as a general sitting-room 
— I saw only Jean sitting by the open latticed 
window, leaning her arm on the sUl. Great crimson 
roses, of a rich velvet softness, were peeping in, 
waving gently in the summer air, and almost touch- 
ing Jean's pale face. 

But she did not heed them: she was looking 
upward. Unto her, in her sorrow, the Lord was 
precious, and she had, for the time, forgotten all 
that was earthly. Her eyes were moist with unshed 
tears; her trouble was one which she would fain 
have hidden even from herself — but it would not be 
hidden ; it would force itseK hourly upon her notice. 
Then she did the best thing she could do with it — 
she took it to her Lord. He knew her better than 
she knew herself. He had made her, and He re- 
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membered that she was but dust, that she inhabited 
a body of sin and death, and therefore was not free 
from weakness. He alone could help her. He was 
her immovable stay and strength in the struggle 
which daily and hourly wearied and humbled and 
saddened her; and, finally, she knew she would 
gain the victory over herself through Him. 

I watched her but a moment, and then went 
into the garden, and, presently returning, found little 
Charlotte Goodwin in the kitchen. 

Jean's sorrow had passed over her for the time. 
She had looked unto her God, and her heart was 
lightened ; and she was besides, as I soon discovered, 
sympathising with the sweet, pure joy of the little 
child-Christian at her side. 

I told Jean of a sick person who wished to see 
her, and she went at once to get her bonnet. " I 
will go now, directly," she said. " I was just wish- 
ing for something to do." 

So Charlee and I were left alone. 

" Mr. Falkner ! " began the child, half timidly, 
and yet with breathless eagerness, the moment the 
door had closed on Jean, " I am so happy ! I must tell 
you ! You remember all that Mr. Poland was saying 
the other evening about being forgiven ? Well, I 
went to a meeting last night with aunt, and I didn't 
hear much of anything that was said — for I was 
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thinking of Mr. Poland's words — ^until a gentleman 
got up and began to give an address. And he took 
for his text — ^ Slow of heart to "believe! And I 
thought, Ah ! that is what I am ! And then, all in 
a moment, I seemed to see it all, — I believed all 
that the Bible said ! I believed that God had for- 
given me; He would never have sent the Lord 
Jesus to die for me else, I thought. And oh! I 
was so happy! The place looked all light and 
beautiful. I forgot the people ; I thought I was all 
alone ; and I felt as if I could fly up, up, ever so 
high, and not be on earth any more. I didn't care 
for anything. I never was so happy before. Oh ! 
it was so lovely ! I wish, oh ! how I wish, that 
everybody believed, and that all the world could be 
as happy as I am this moment ! " 

Dear little innocent child, pouring out her heart 
to me ! She did me good. 

« You do beUeve, Mr. Falkner ? " 

"Yes, dear child; but still pray for me, that I 
may believe as simply and fully as you do." 

Caleb came in, and I told him Charlee's little 
story, she standing by, meanwhile, with shy, down- 
cast gaze ; though once — only once — she raised her 
young eyes, full of happy light, to Caleb's. 

He looked down at her, and laid his hand on 
her shoulder, and spoke, as if speaking to himself — 
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" * Whosoever, therefore, shall humble himself as 
this little child, the same is greatest in the kingdom 
of heaven/ " 

"There, dear Charlee," I said; "the Saviour's 
own beautiful words ; and you may take them to 
yourself." 

"And now," old Caleb continued quietly, not 
speaking to himself this time, " what are you going 
to do for your Lord, my child ? " 

Charlee, in her new-born love and zeal, thought 
of nothing less than evangelising the whole world, 
beginning with old Giles. She wished to go and 
see the poor old man that very evening, and Caleb 
seconded her wish, and declared that he would go 
also. 

We set out. 

Giles seemed not ill-pleased to see us. We 
talked together for a few moments, and then Caleb 
said: "This child wants to speak to you, Giles. 
WiU you hear what she has to say ? She is burst- 
ing to tell you all that is in her happy little 
heart." 

Giles nodded, half curiously, I thought; and 
Charlee immediately opened her Bible, which she 
had brought with her, and turned to St. Luke xxiv. 
25, "Slow of heart to believe," And then she shyly 
pointed out the text to Giles. 
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" That is what I was ! " she said softly. " But now 
I do believe ! And, oh, I am so happy ! and so 
thankful to God ! And I did so want to see you 
happy too, Mr. Giles ! Do ycm believe that the 
dear Saviour died for us ? and that He is willing to 
be our best Friend ? " 

Very gently, very timidly, the questions were 
put. Giles glanced at her, and then shook his 
head. 

" Well, yes, I suppose I believe that, my dear. 
But I am a hardened old man ; and the way into 
the kingdom you all talk of seems to me too easy. 
Besides, there's a heap o' questions I should like to 
ask, before I could take to it." 

Charlee looked at old Caleb, who now opened Tm 
Bible, and read the following : — 

" * Verily I say unto you. Whosoever shall not 
receive the kingdom of God as a little child, he 
shall not enter therein.' No pride, no doubting 
questions come into a child's heart, brother," he 
went on, " and neither must they be allowed to come 
into yours, if you would be saved. The child hears 
his father's word, and receives it immediately as 
simple truth — whoever else may be wrong, his 
father is not. And just so we must receive the 
words of our Heavenly Father. We must humble 
ourselves as little children; we must be dotJied 
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with humility. Whoever else the Christian may 
doubt, he never doubts his God. And besides, he 
owns in humility that he has nothing whatever to 
do with the great plans of the Almighty Euler of 
countless worlds. They are far, far above him; 
and he can only look on in wonder, and exclaim 
with the Apostle, * the depth of the riches both 
of the wisdom and knowledge of God! how un- 
searchable are His judgments, and His ways past 
finding out ! ' " 

Caleb paused. 

" Go on. Master Poland," said old Giles quietly. 

And as quietly Caleb continued — 

" We must lay down all our old opinions, pre- 
conceived in ignorance ; we must empty our minds, 
as it were, of all our former obstinate ideas, and 
come with childlike believing hearts to the Word 
of our Father to be taught and shown the one and 
only living and true Way to the ' land of our in- 
heritance.* And if we are not humble enough to 
do this, we are not humble enough for heaven. 
One thought of pride would mar the beauty and 
peace of that all-holy place. But directly we do 
humble ourselves, thinking nothing of ourselves, and 
all of our Lord God, He will exalt us ; and we shall 
have such joy in simply beliemng, as we cannot now 
conceive. And our Lord Jesus Himself will lead 
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us on from glory to glory, and from poor fallen 
humanity to • a glorious sonship in the kingdom. 
Humble belief, true and simple faith, is the only 
key to the treasures laid up for us above." 

Caleb paused again, and then bade Charlee repeat 
the hymn, ' Just as I am/ 

She did so. 

* Just as I am, without one plea. 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come I ' 

•Charlee went all through it, and when she had 
finished Caleb turned once more to old Giles. 

"Will ycm come, brother?" he asked gently. 
" Will you say, * Lord, I humble myself to the dust 
before Thee. All my fancied wisdom, all my false 
hopes, and worldly plans, I give up to Thee. Take 
all, dear Lord, and my heart also, and lead me in 
Thy way, and teach me, for the dear Saviour's sake, 
Amen.* Will you not say this ? " 

There was a moment's sUence. I saw old Giles 
frown, and his aged and wrinkled face grew hard 
and cold in its expression. 

" No," he returned. " I can't give up in that way, 
Caleb. And besides I must have time to think 
about all you have said. I am tired now. Go 
away, all of you, and come again some other time." 
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Eeader, this is no continuous narrative of events, 
no stirring history of hairbreadth escapes, and many 
sorrows and misfortunes, but in the end a bright 
and shining deliverance, to reward the hero or 
heroine's patient endurance. And yet my little 
book, however feebly, does tell of these things. 
Does not the Christian have hairbreadth escapes in 
a spiritual sense ? Does he not experience many 
sorrows and trials ? And does he not in the end 
reach a bright and shining deUverance ? 

And yet, after all, this little volume is but a 

scrap-book — a small and desultory collection of the 

experiences of inner lives. 

• • • • • 

Many Christians stop at helief, and do not go on 
to their yoy. They accept the fact of their salvation, 
and they accept it with gratitude ; but they do not 
care to go beyond it. They know that * if any man 
be in Christ he is a new creature : old things are 
passed away; behold, all things are become new ; ' but 
they do not seem to see that the heart of the new 
man should be filled with a beautiful and abiding joy. 

But there are others " who rise above this," says 
Mr. Haslam, " with yearnings for something more ; 
having received the gift of salvation, they long to 
know the Saviour who gave it to them" And to 
these it may be said, in the words of the hymn— 



74 ^foy in Believing^ 

* Believing souls, r^oicing go ; 
There shall to you be given 
A glorious foretaste here below 
Of endless life in heaven.' 

* A glorious foretaste ! ' This, then, is the very 
substance of that sweet joy which should be the 
happy portion of all true Christians. 

Faith is but the first step of our journey; hope 
and joy and love follow; and we must ever en- 
deavour to *go on unto perfection/ We must 
take our God's wondrous free gift, and then ever- 
more thank Him in our hearts, and in our lives. 
We must search the Scriptures, and examine 
our exceeding great and precious promises ; and if 
we do this we shall not be able to help rejoic- 
ing. 

" Eejoice," says our Lord Himself, " because your 
names are written in heaven." 

" Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and 
peace in believing," says St. Paul, " that ye may 
abound in hope, through the power of the Holy 
Ghost." "Eejoice in hope of the glory of God," 
says the same Apostle. "Eejoice in the Lord." 
" Eejoice evermore." " Eejoice in the Lord alway ; 
and again I say, Eejoice." " Let those that put 
their trust in Thee rejoice," says David ; " let them 
ever shout for joy because Thou defendest them; 
let them also that love Thy name be joyful in 
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Thee. . . . For Thou, Lord, wilt bless the righteous ; 
with favour wilt Thou compass him as with a 
shield." 

Old Caleb had long ago tasted this joy in, as I 
believed, all its earthly fulness. And yet, no, I 
recall my words, for, even here upon earth, who 
may limit it — the joy that cometh from heaven ? 
But at least Caleb lived upon it: it was his 
strength, his treasure, his pearl of great price. It 
said to him — ^* Only wait with patience. You have 
all to come; all joy, all peace, all beauty, all 
possession, all love — whatever you will ; only wait 
with patience, and endure unto the end, as seeing 
Him who is invisible.* 

And to Jean it said — 'You are young; you 
want what every true woman, loyal to her own 
nature, wants — the heart of a good man to be one 
with her heart, that they two may go on through 
life together, a little happy world in themselves, 
rejoicing in each other's love. But perhaps this is . 
not for you ; yet, be sure, if it is not, that God has 
something better in store for you. He only asks 
you to trust Him. He loves to have His children 
trust Him ; and they may be sure that, if they will 
but do so, throw down all fretting anxiety and rest 
on Him alone, He will never, never disappoint 
them, but will rather say to them, when the right 
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time comes, 'Be it unto thee even as Thou wilt* 
And then their joy will be full. 

He knows when joyful hours are besfc, 
Ht sends them as He sees it meet ; 

Wlien thou hast borne the fiery test. 
And now art freed from aU deceit, 

He comes to thee aU unaware, 

And makes thee own His loving care.* 

And then little Charlee, the happy child, lived 
in her new-found joy, even as old Caleb did. 
Nothing troubled her. All the little trials and 
vexations of everyday life she took to her Saviour ; 
and in a strength not her own, she left them with 
Him, and she was joyous as a child could be. 

And Arthur Kingsford also had learned to 
rejoice, not yet with joy unspeakable, and full of 
glory, but quietly and reaUy. And as for his face, 
it was transformed. Thoughts of the glorious 
kingdom to come, and of our Lord who shall lead 
us into it, which had been passing through his 
mind so constantly of late, had traced themselves 
indelibly upon his countenance. One cannot see a 
great light, and beautiful new joy, and rest settled 
and happy, founded upon a Eock, without showing 
it in one's face. 

" You are happy, Arthur ? " I said to him one 
day, as we sat together in the garden — "truly 
happy now ? '* 
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"Happy!" he exclaimed in a soft sweet tone, 
and his gaze wandered away over the sun-lit fields, 
" yes, happy as I never even dreamed of being ! 
And yet I see in the future, far, far greater joy in 
store. And I bless God for it ! " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

SEPARATENESS FROM THE WORLD. 

r 

To the new-bom, rejoicing Christian it is as if a 
flood of sunshine had suddenly overspread all nature. 
The hymn says — 

* Thou givest gladness, from Thy hand 
A glory pours o'er earth and skies, 
And streams along the waiting land, 
A sudden gleam, as if from paradise.' 

And the Christian proves the truth of this. AH 
things have, indeed, become new to him. His life 
has now a high and worthy aim and purpose, a 
healthy, joyful hope, a great and glorious Lord to 
love, a dear Lord who is all in all to him, his 
Tower, his Eock of Defence, his Deliverer, his God, 
his Strength in whom he trusts for ever, his Eefuge 
from the storm, his Shadow from the heat, his 
Friend, Almighty and Infinite in tenderness and 
gentleness and love — in a word, his 

* Never-failing treasury, fiUed 
With boundless stores of grace.* 

And if in the Christian's new Kfe there is all 



Separateness from the World. 79 

this joy, and more, what does he want with the 
world, or in or of the world ? Nothing. He has 
nothing in common with the world any more. He 
is but a stranger and a sojourner in it, a pilgrim 
travelling to a far country, who with his brother- 
pilgrims says to aU whom he passes on the road of 
life — " We are journeying unto the place of which 
the Lord hath said, I will give it you ; come with 
us, and we will do thee good." 

N 

• • • • • 

Arthur Kingsford was getting quite strong and 
well now, and he loved nothing so much as to talk 
with old Caleb of the glorious new hope that had 
come to change his whole life. And soon he would 
talk with others also concerning this same hope, 
and with old Caleb at his side he also would say to 
many a wanderer, *Come thou with us, and we 
will do thee good.' He would not long rest content 
without working. I marked, and so did many 
others, the look of set and lofty purpose which his 
countenace now wore, and the beautiful light which 
shone in his expressive eyes whenever he so much 
as mentioned the name of the dear Lord whom he 
had so lately learned to love, and also the sweet 
and humble and unwonted forgetfulness of self, 
which gave such an added power and charm to 
his naturally winning and pleasant manners. 
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' Love not the world, neither the things that are 
in the world. If any man love the world, the love 
of the Father is not in him/ 

Arthur had read these words many times during 
the past few weeks ; and more, he loved them, and 
would abide by them. No more would he follow 
the world's fashion, and carelessly while away the 
hours, and strive to kill the precious time which 
God had given him. A glorious new existence had 
begun for him, and in it he only longed to win, one 
by one, many souls which should be " bound in the 
bundle of life with the Lord his God." 

• • • • • 

The summer was waning. The rose-petals were 
strewn in fragrant showers over the garden pathways, 
and autumn fruits were beginning to ripen. 

It was evening. The sun was shining aslant 
over the fields, and casting long shadows across 
the pathways. Arthur and I stood in the pretty 
trellised porch of his home, watching old Caleb 
coming along the lane with his big Bible under his 
arm. 

"Dear old man!" murmured Arthur, "one of 
heaven's shining lights, one of the Lord's jewels. 
... * They are not of the world,' said the Saviour, 
* even as I am not of the world.' " 

No ; the Christian's tent is pitched in the world, 



Separateness from the World. 8i 

it is true, but the more real his Christianity, the 
brighter his faith, the stronger his hope, the greater 
and deeper and truer his love for his Lord, the less 
pleasure will he find in the things of this life, until 
at length all his treasure will be laid up above. 

Old Caleb soon came up to us, and we all sat 
down on a bench in the porch. 

We did not care to talk at first. The evening 
was very lovely, and we sat and watched the clear 
red sunset, and listened to the songs of the birds, 
and breathed the mingled fragrance of surrounding 
fields and gardens and hedgerows, and bared our 
brows to the cool soft breezes. 

"The world is a very beautiful place," began 
Arthur presently, "but I think I shall, in a sense, 
try to get away from it. I feel inclined to say 
with the Psalmist, '0 that I had wings like a 
dove ! ' I could wish for a hermit's hut on the 
lone hillside, or in the pathless wood, far from the 
abode of man. I have a feeling about all this as 
strong as I suppose the monks and nuns of old 
must have had before they finally separated from 
their kind. I desire to be at peace. I take no 
interest now in anything that goes on in the world : 
it is all folly and childish vanity and emptiness to 
me ; why then should I not separate from it ? I 
long to shut myself up, away from everybody ; and. 
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with a big Bible like that " — pointing to Caleb's — 
'* to help me, to study at my leisure the way into 
the kingdom ; and then in prayer, and in praise, and 
in patience to follow it." 

Slowly old Caleb shook his head, and I saw a 
soft heaven-born light in his social kindly-beaming 
grey eyes, as gently he uttered a sentence of the 
loving, and beautiful, and wise, and far-seeing prayer 
of the Saviour — " * / 'pray iwt that Thou shouldest 
take them out of the world, but that Thou shouldest 
keep them from the evil! No, no, lad, the evil of 
your own heart would foUow you into the greatest 
privacy that earth could give. And besides, *no 
man lighteth a candle, and putteth it under a busheL' 
Christians are bidden to shine as lights in the world. 
Each one should be as a city set on a hill, letting 
his light so shine before men, that they may see his 
good works, and glorify his Father which is in 
heaven. No, no ; Christians must not be shut up ! 
That is Satan's device, to hide their light, lest they 
should guide the more to glory. ^In the unrrld, yet 
not of it,' must ever be the Christian s motto — 
travelling through it, but not belonging to it — 
lookiDg on all its vanities and shallow glories and 
gilded deceits with calm unmoved eye — thinking 
the while of the pure untarnished gold of the king- 
dom, and of the incorruptible crown and robes of 
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heaven which will be given him by and by — ah, 
and of the hand of Love which will give him these 
things, and many, many more ! And when he but 
thinks of that love — which is worth far more than 
all to him — he longs to tell of it ; he longs to go 
abroad among his fellow-creatures, and spread the 
glad tidings that whosoever will may taste, nay, 
drink freely, of this love, and live for ever. No, 
the true Christian has his great work to do : he does 
not wish to be shut up." 

A short silence; and then Arthur said — "Not 
to be shut up, but to have a little peace and quiet ; 
that is all I want, and then, please God, I will 
come back and work. St. Paul went away into 
Arabia, didn't he, after his conversion ? He had 
his quiet happy time in which to think over all 
that God had done for his soul — why may I not 
have the same ? Is there any harm in the wish ? " 

" Harm ! " exclaimed Caleb. " Certainly not, dear 

boy. That is quite another view of the case. Go, 

by all means, and gather strength for body and soul; 

and may God bless you, and bring you back to us 

again * in the fulness of the blessing of the Gospel 

of Christ.' " 

And he went. 

• • • • • 

Very quietly Jean listened when told of Arthur's 
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intended departure. I was present, and I saw the 
lids droop over the grey eyes for a moment, but that 
was all. Little by little, Jean was learning the lesson 
which every Christian has to learn, sooner or later, 
namely, that of entire submission to his Lord. He 
must be ready, ever ready, to give up every hope, 
every wish of this world, without a murmur. It had 
been a long hard struggle for Jean, but at length, in 
a might not her own, she was gaining on the subtle 
enemy, which was, as the reader knows, no other 
than her own heart. 

Arthur had been gone scarcely a week when Eose 
Shelbourne returned to the place — returned to die, as 
more than one saw at a glance. She was in a rapid 
decline. 

Caleb and Jean and I, and little Charlotte Good- 
win, often went to see her, and she liked to have us 
come; and with a new tender happiness in her 
beautiful eyes, she would lean back in her cushioned 
chair, and listen to old Caleb's words by the hour. 

Long ago, vaguely, and more than half unwillingly, 
she had sought the Lord ; and now she had found 
Him, or rather He had found her. 

In those days gone by she had dreaded that 
separateness from the world which she instinctively 
felt must foUow on becoming a Christian. But now 
she loved the very thought of it. She had not the 
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smallest wish to return to the hollow, aimless life 
that ' she had once thought so pleasant ; and she 
thanked and blessed the Almighty hand that had 
parted her from it. 

" I am young," she said once, as Jean and I stood 
by her, about to bid her good-bye for the night, 
" and I am weak. God sees that I am weak. I could 
not stand against temptation, therefore He will never 
subject me to it any more. He is going to take 
me away from all that would try me; and the 
thought makes me very happy. If I Uved, I might 
go back to my old way of life, and be more heedless 
and careless than ever. I could not trust myself. 
Promise me, dear Jean, and you too, Mr. Falkner, 
that you wiU not pray that I may recover ? " 

We hesitated a moment, and then promised, Jean 

adding — " We will leave it to God, dear Eose. He 

knows best." 

• • • • • 

We had not told Arthur of her return. 

He wrote often. He was at a quiet country 
village in Cornwall, diligently studying his Bible, 
praying constantly and earnestly to be guided in his 
future life, and also working for the good of souls, 
and that with not a little energy and enthusiasm, 
as we gathered from occasional sentences in his 
letters. 
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He told us, moreover, that he had made a new 
friend, Granville Hughes by name, a young clergy- 
man we soon discovered him to be. He gave us 
long accounts of this friend, and talked of bringing 
him home with him, and with his help holding a 
mission in the village, and also giving lectures on 
the truth of the Bible, the divinity of the Lord and 
Saviour, the reality and brightness of the Christian's 
wondrous future, the second coming of the Lord, the 
thousand years' reign, and the final restitution of 
all things. 

His letters were filled with his plans; and we 
could see that his ardent eager spirit would not rest 
till he had at least done his best to carry them out. 
Like Charlee, he thought of nothing less than evan- 
gelising the whole world. He had caught a glimpse 
of glory, he had tasted of sweetest joy himself, and 
he wished that all others might be led to draw near, 
and look, and taste also. 

" It is a work of love," said old Caleb, after read- 
ing one of his letters ; " and you and I will help 
him in it, John. We will all help. Even that 
poor sick child," meaning Eose Shelboume, "can 
do much by her prayers — much for her own soul 
and for us, and for all the place. And we will pray 
also for a strong and glorious outpouring of the 
Spirit of our God upon all our village. This young 
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eager Christian is 'mounting up/ in his first warm 

loving impulse, 'with wings as an eagle/ as the 

prophet says; and we will mount up with him, 

please God, and with His help labour in the heavenly 

vineyard as we never laboured before." 

• • • • • 

The world went on as usual, occupied in its own 
affairs, buying and selling and getting gain, making 
aU sorts of provision for poor perishing bodies, but 
leaving sovls^ and the great kingdom to come, out 
of its calculations altogether. 

And Christians went on also, occupied in fheir 
own affairs ; poor, obscure, and despised for the most 
part, and enduring much sorrow and affliction, yet 
rejoicing with exceeding joy, as they walked with 
their eyes fixed on the great Captain of their salva- 
tion, who would so soon free them from all tribula- 
tion, and the weakness and shortsightedness of 
mortality, and, clothing their glorified bodies in the 
white robes of heaven, make of them His companions 
for ever. 

** * For ever with the Lord ! ' 
Amen ; so let it be : 
Life from the dead is in that word. 
And immortality. 

•* Here in the body pent, 

Absent from Him I roam, 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home.*' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE HOLY BIBLE. 

Arthur had returned, and his new friend, Granville 
Hughes, with him. 

We called our proposed work a Bible-mission, 
and we trusted that we might be able to carry it 
on perhaps the whole winter; though Granville 
Hughes could only stay with us six weeks at long- 
est, and Arthur would of course be obliged to give 
more or less attention to business. However, the 
evenings of the latter were always his own, and we, 
who had no business, would do our best for him in 
the daytime ; moreover, we thought of no obstacles 
for the present. All our time and considerations 
were given to our many plans. 

Arthur was leader by common consent, and he 
appointed to each of his helpers a suitable task. 
And first we gave a week to special preparation. 
Caleb and Granville, having Simeon Isroch as 
assistant and right hand, went round the village 
again and again to all the men; Hannah Mark- 
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wick, Jean, and Mrs. Cole took the women and girls, 

Arthur and I the boys and young men ; and little 

Charlee was delighted at the idea of giving a tiny 

book or leaflet to each child whom she met, together 

with a verbal invitation to attend our meetings, 

which were to be held in a large barn belonging to 

old Caleb, and which he would have specially fitted 

up for the purpose. I came upon Charlee one 

afternoon in the lane near my house, talking to two 

small boys. 

" We are going to hold a mission," said Charlee, 

having given each of the children a book. 

" What's a mission ? " inquired one of the boys, 

with his eyes fixed upon his book. 

"It is a message," explained Charlee. "And 
this mission will be a message from God^ to tell you 
that His Bible is true, and that you will be happy 
if you mind what it says." 

"I've got a Bible of my own," remarked the 
second small boy. 

"Eead it, then," rejoined Charlee. "And next 

week come to the mission, and you'll hear lovely 

things about it.'* 

• • • • • - 

Caleb had told Arthur of Eose's return, and iU 
health. I was present, and I saw Arthur's face 
change slightly, but only for a moment. Then in 



go The Holy Bible. 

a quiet, apparently tmmoved tone he said, "Poor 
girl ! Does Jean see her ? " 

" We all see her," returned Caleb. " And she is 
a happy Christian now, Arthur. Thank God for 
that." 

A moment's silence, a glad lighting up of 
Arthur's eyes, and then he said simply and rever- 
ently, " I do thank God ; and I thank Him also for 
all the trouble I have given myself." He paused as 
if scarcely knowing how to finish his sentence, and 
then added, " Through it, led by the Lord's hand, I 
found the happiness I now enjoy." 

On the very first evening of his arrival Granville 
Hughes had called upon the rector of our parish, and 
secured the promise of his help and influence in our 
purposed missioh-work. 

We all liked Granville Hughes. He was such a 
bright shining Christian, always steadily and happily, 
in his calm, gentle way, working onward for his 
Lord. There was not the smallest ostentation about 
him ; and no hurry or tumult could survive for five 
minutes in his presence. Often as I looked at him 
I thought of the words, "5e that believeth slmll 
not make Iiaste" 

But Bible words are like precious pearls threaded 
on a string ; they foUow on, one after another, and 
add to each other's beauty. 
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" Se that BELIEVETH shall not make haste" And 

the next pearl to my mind was the beautiful 

counter-text — *' All things are possible to him that 

BELIEVETH." And then followed a third — " Who is 

he that overcometh the world, hut he that BELIEVETH ? " 

Believeth what? ''That Jesus is the Son of God"* 

(i John V. S). In these last words lies the secret 

of the believer's calm strength and assurance. He 

works, he waits, and he believes in Jesus, whose 

sure and certain triumph will one day be his. 

Sweet and glorious thought ! Having once grasped 

it, he looks beyond this world, and its waves and 

clouds and storms trouble him but little more. And 

thus I believed it was with Granville Hughes. 
• • • • • 

Do not think, reader, that I had forgotten poor 
old Giles. I had talked to him a good deal of the 
coming mission ; and he had at length listened to 
our many and oft-repeated persuasions, and had 
finally promised to attend some of our meetings. 

Dear old Caleb was to give the first lecture, or 
address, whichever it might most properly be called. 

The appointed evening arrived. The bam was 
quite full. The hymn begininng, 

• Holy Bible, Book Divine, 
Precious treasure, thou art mine,' 

was sung. And then our rector, Mr. Marshall, 

G 
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oflfered prayer ; after which Granville Hughes stood 
up, and read of 'the hook of the law* that was 
^ found ' in the days of King Josiah (2 Kings xxii., 
xxiii.). 

" And Hilkiah the high priest said unto Shaphan 
the scribe, I have found the look of the law in the 
house of the Lord. . . . 

" And Shaphan read it before the king. 

" And it came to pass, when the king had heard 
the words of the book of the law, that he rent his 
clothes. 

"And . . . commanded, . . . saying, 

" Go ye, enquire of the Lord for me, and for the 
people, and for all Judah, concerning the words of 
this hook that is found : for great is the wrath of the 
Lord that is kindled against us, because our fathers 
have not hearkened unto the words of this book, to do 
according unto all that which is written concerning 
us. 

" So Hilkiah the priest, and Alukam, and Achbor, 
and Shaphan, and Asahiah, went unto Huldah the 
prophetess, . . . and she said unto them, . . . 

" Thus saith the Lord, Behold, I will bring evil 
upon this place, and upon the inhabitants thereof, 
even all the words of the book which the king of 
Judah hath read : 

" Because they have forsaken Me, and have burned 
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incense unto other gods, that they might provoke 
Me to anger with all the works of their hands; 
therefore My wrath shall be kindled against this 
place, and shall not be quenched. 

"But to the king of Judah, which sent you to 
enquire of the Lord, thus shall ye say to him, Thus 
saith the Lord God of Israel, . . . Beca^cse thine heart 
was tender, and thou hast humbled thyself before 
the Lord, when thou heardest what I spake against 
this place, . . . and hast rent thy clothes, and wept 
before Me ; I also have heard thee, saith the Lord, 

" Behold, therefore, I will gather thee unto thy 
fathers, and thou shalt be gathered into thy grave 
in peace ; and thine eyes shall not see all the evil 
which I will bring upon this place. And they 
brought the king word again. 

" And the king sent, and they gathered unto him 
all the elders of Judah and of Jerusalem. And the 
king went up into the house of the Lord, and all 
the men of Judah, and all the inhabitants of Jeru- 
salem with him, and the priests, and the prophets, 
and all the people, both small and great : and he 
read in their ears all the words of the book of the 
covenant which was found in the house of the Lord. 
And the king stood by a pillar, and made a covenant 
before the Lord, to walk after the Lord, and to keep 
His commandments and His testimonies and His 
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statutes with all their heart and all their soul, to 

perform the words of this covenant that were written 

in this book: and all the people stood to the 

covenant." 

• • • • • 

Very impressively had Granville read ; and very 
attentively all had listened. And now old Caleb 
rose to speak a few words concerning * the look that 
was found! 

There stood the aged and stooping form, with 
withered face, and scant grey locks, and feeble hands 
holding the big Bible. But, ah! what a living, loving 
soul animated that poor, fading, declining body. 

" My friends," began the kindly voice, " I pray 
God that from to-night this book may be to many 
of you as a book that is ^ found' precious in your 
eyes, a treasure above all price ; and then you will 
study and value it, as the book of G^d should be 
studied and valued. And as for its genuineness and 
authenticity, I may fearlessly promise that, to any one 
among you who will abide by its divine precepts, it 
will prove itself, and that beyond all question. No 
Christian doubts it for a moment. He has ' the wit- 
ness in himself to its entire indisputable truth. Have 
you despised or lightly esteemed this wonderful book 
hitherto ? and have its commands been as nothing 
to you ? Then humble yourselves before the Lord 
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as King Josiah did, and you will be heard, and lifted 
up, and comforted, even as he was. And then start 
with your Bibles afresh, and read them as Ezra and 
the Jews of old did/' 

And here Caleb paused, and opening his own Bible, 
he turned to the eighth chapter of Nehemiah, and 
presently read the fifth, sixth, thirds eighth, and 
eighteenth verses. 

" And Ezra opened the book in the sight of all 
the people (for he was above all the people) ; and 
when he opened it, all the people stood up : and 
Ezra blessed the Lord, the great God : and all the 
people answered. Amen, amen, with lifting up their 
hands : and they bowed their heads, and worshipped 
the Lord with their faces to the ground.'* "And he " 
(Ezra) " read therein before the street that was before 
the water gate, /rom the morning until mid-dayy before 
the men and the women, and those that could under- 
stand ; and the ears of all the people were attentive 
unto the book of the law." " So they read in the 
book, in the law of God, distinctly, and gave the sense, 
and caused them to understand the meaning,'' " Bay 
hy day, from the first day unto the last day, he read 
in the book of the law of God." 

And now Caleb closed his Bible, and held it up 
before the people. 
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" * Bay hy day I " he repeated. " That is how we 
must read the Book of books. But it will not do 
to go through chapter after chapter merely as a 
duty : we must have our minds * attentive ' to every 
word, patiently trying to * understand the meaning/ 
and blessing and worshipping the Lord, the great 
God, for having given us such a mine of heavenly 
treasure, such an unerring guide through the wil- 
derness of this world, such a clear and immistakable 
revelation of His will. 

" And we must not read our Bibles merely ; we 
must search them, and search diligently. And be 
sure we shall find a rich reward. 

" The Bible is the only book which tells truly of 
the 'good time coming,' of which people talk so 
much but know so little. From Genesis to Eeve- 
lation this inspired volume is full of it, and of Riw, 
to whom we owe our lively hope of participation in 
His coming glory. 

" But the sweet words of light and promise, de- 
scribing the joy and beauty of those * last days ' for 
which Christians yearn, thickly strewn from begin- 
ning to end of the Book of God though they are, 
nevertheless lie hidden from the gaze of careless 
passers-by, flashing their reward only into the glad 
and faithful hearts of those who search. 

" Search, then, dear friends ; till from out each 
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chapter many verses shall shine as bright jewels to 
you, gladdening your hearts to all eternity. 

" Searchy to find food for your souls, which shall 
nourish and build them up, and comfort and 
strengthen them day hy day, 

" Search, for light in darkness, for joy in sorrow ; 
for wisdom, that you may know how to speak a 
word in season to him that is weary, that you may 
be able to help the heavy-laden oiSf with his burden, 
to point the sad and sin-stricken soul to the one 
and only way of salvation. 

" Search, that you may learn your Lord's will, 
and how to follow it and Him. Search, that you 
may hnow the Lord Himself. Do you hope to live 
with Him for ever, to be to Him as His bride, the 
apple of His eye. His jewel. His treasure, His joy 
for ever, and do you not wish to hnow Himf 
Study what the Bible says of Him then; of His 
love, and gentleness, and humility, and long-suffer- 
ing ; and His judgment, and glory, and majesty, and 
trium'ph, 

" And before we go on further, let us look at one 
or two of the Christian's jewels. Hundreds and 
hundreds he has, in the light of which the gold and 
diamonds of this earth grow dim and become as 
dross. Here is one — 

" Eev. ii. 2 8 : ' / will give him the morning star! 
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"What strangely beautiful words! How they 
seem to shine as one looks at them ! Yet what 
earthly tongue shall tell their full signification; 
or what earthly mind could grasp it, even if it 
could be told ? But, far above his comprehension 
though the words are, the Christian, nevertheless, 
treasures them up in his soul with rapturous ex- 
pectation, for are they not the words of Him whose 
name is ^Faithful and Tnoe' — of Him that liveth, 
and was dead, but is now alive for evermore, 
Amen ? " 

The old man waited a moment, with moved face 
and gladdened eyes gazing upward. A real faith, 
and strong and living, was Caleb Poland's — a faith 
to which the very expression of his countenance at 
that moment might have drawn and converted 
many a one. He continued — 

"And here is another of the Christian's jewels, 
and where is one in this whole wide world to 
match it ? 

" Eev. iL ly : * To him that overcometh mil I 
give • . . A WHITE STONE, and in the stone A NEW 
NAM& WRITTEN, which no man knoweth saving he that 
receiveth it.' 

" A new name ! A secret name, given to each 
Christian by the Lord whom he loves — express- 
ing — who can say how much ? and all between his 
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own soul and the Saviour. No third person will 
be able to read the sweet word on that wondrous 
white stone^ or to understand its heavenly mean- 
ing. . . . Perhaps it may be, in one word of 
heaven's richer, fiiUer language, an everlastiag 
reminder of all that passed between our souls and 
our dear Lord Jesus, through all our earthly 
pilgrimage. We believe now, that He knows us 
and sympathises with us in all our sorrows and 
temptations, as no one else does or can ; but per- 
chance when we look at the name on the white 
stone it will give us full and loving assurance that 
He saw far more than we imagined, and was nearer 
to us, and felt for us more than we thought ; and 
that He guided each trouble as it came, with His 
gentle, aU-wise hand, that it should not try us one 
iota more than was absolutely needful. 

" my friends 1 when we neglect our Bibles, 
how we wrong and rob ourselves, both for time 
and for eternity! What stores of comfort and 
encouragement we leave sealed up, and untouched, 
and even unthought of! 

" Search the Scriptures, then, for they are they 
which testify of our Lord, to whom we owe all. 
They, and they only, fit and delight alike, in their 
Divine wisdom, the simple untaught mind of the 
little child, and the ripe and subtle intellect of the 
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scholar. And is not this another evidence, among 
the many, of their holy origin ? 

" Let us accept our Bible, therefore, with hearts 
and minds imbued with loving reverence for it; 
accept it as a wonderful gift-book, a letter, a tender 
and true message, that has come down to the 
youngest child amongst us, as well as to us who 
are older— come down from bygone ages — from 
the great God above, to teach us of the way into 
His glorious kingdom. 

"All we himian beings, some ignorantly, some 
wisely, seek after God our Maker, and after some 
received revelation of His will, and way to His 
favour. We are His creation, the children of His 
Almighty hand. We seek mvr Father ; and in our 
inmost hearts we long to be where He is, in peace 
and rest and safety, and most of all in love ; love 
without alloy of doubt or sorrow, pure and everlast- 
ing. And to all this, wonderful though it is, the 
Bible is our sure and only guide. 

"Did ever any single book of all the thousands 
written undergo such a sifting as the Holy Bible ? 
Yet, as the Christian well knows, it stands, and 
will stand, though heaven and earth should pass 
away. No man has ever been able to falsify it in 
the least, though hundreds, wise in this world's 
wisdom, have laboured to do so. But their re- 
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searches have only served to throw more light on 
that which they sought to confound, so bringing 
out yet more fully its beauty and its truth. 

"But we must not believe our Bibles just be- 
cause others have done so, or because we have been 
brought up to believe them ; that would be a mere 
* prejudice of education,' and our faith needs a far 
stronger foundation ; and we ought besides to be 
always ready, as the Apostle says, to give an 
answer to every man that asketh us a reason for 
the hope that is in us. 

"Studying and examining our Bibles, then, what 
do we find ? First, noble and multiplied prophecies 
of a suffering but eventually triumphant Deliverer 
of the human race. And these prophecies have 
been fulfilled long since to the letter, in the birth, 
life, death, resurrection, and ascension of our blessed 
Lord — fulfilled, save that His triumph is not yet 
come ! But let His enemies beware when it does 
come, and when His silence and patience and long- 
suffering are at length ended. 

" Other prophecies tell of the Jews, and how, while 
they were yet wandering in the wilderness, Mosea 
their leader, lawgiver, and prophet, * looked through 
the glass of ages,' and saw them dwelling in a land 
of populous cities, wealthy and prosperous, and 
having kings to rule over them. And passing theso 
palmy times, Moses, and other prophets also, fore- 
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told the ruin of those very cities, mentioning many 
of them by name, and of the desolation of the whole 
country, which should * rest and enjoy its Sabbaths,' 
while its children should be wanderers over the 
face of the whole earth, an astonishment, a proverb, 
and a byword, a reproach, a taunt, and a curse 
among all nations ; only oppressed and spoiled ever- 
more tiU death should be chosen by them rather 
than life. And yet their prophets, taught by God, 
declared that * their silver and their gold should be 
with them ; ' and that though they should be sifted 
among the nations like as com is sifted in a sieve, 
yet should not the least grain fall to the earth, and 
that finally, when the times of the Gentiles should he 
fulfilled, they, the Jews, should return once more to 
their own land, and be God's own people again, and 
the first nation upon earth, having the glory of God 
in their midst. 

" And again these wonderful prophecies have each 
one been fulfilled, save that the triumph alone is 
wanting. And let the enemies of the Jews beware 
of that triumph. 

" Prophecies there are also of other nations, and 
cities, and countries, and of the four universal mon- 
archies, after which, says Scripture, the thrones shall 
be cast down, and the Ancient of Days shall sit, and 
His saints shall possess the kingdoms of this world, 
and reign over them in righteousness for ever. 
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" And yet again the final triumpli only is want- 
ing. And the Lord's people are saying as with one 
voice, * Come, Lord Jesus ! come quickly ; and take 
to Thee Thy great power and reign/ 

"Do not all these great prophecies deserve look- 
ing into ? St. Peter says we shall do well to take 
heed to them, as to a * light shining in a dark place.' 
And such a light they are to the Christian, whose 
faith is built upon the foundation of the apostles 
and prophetSy Jesus Christ Himself being the chief 
corner-stone. 

" But time would fail to tell of all that is to be 
found on a thorough study of the Bible. And may 
it not be doubted whether any man did ever 
thoroughly study the Bible ? Surely a lifetime 
spent in its examination could not exhaust it. 

" And does not the inquiring man wish to know 
what is to be the end of all the * running to and 
fro' of the present day, and of the marvellous 
discoveries, and of the wars and earthquakes, and 
famines and pestilences of our time — of evil riding 
triumphant over good — of envy and malice and 
hatred and wisdom and goodness and love alike 
going down to the grave ? Would he not be happy 
in proving that He that is higher than the highest 
regardeth man and hia works day by day ; and that, 
in due time, this High and Holy One that inhabiteth 
eternity will arise and cleanse the world for ever of 
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all ungodliness and evil and sorrow ? Does he not 
wish that, like Moses, he could look down unerr- 
ingly through future ages ? Let him study his 
Bible, and he will be able to do and to know all 
this, and more; and he will, moreover, get con- 
vincing proofs, as from heaven itself, that he has 
not followed cunningly-devised fables, in learning 
of the 'porcer and coming of our Lord Jesus Christ." 
• • • • • 

I have given but a feeble and desultory repro- 
duction of old Caleb's words as I heard them — a 
poor and thin abstract of his full and heart-stirring 
address. And I have, besides, put into one chapter 
what took Caleb three evenings to get through. 
But I do not pretend to be able to do him justice ; 
I have only done what I could. 

Giles sighed grievously as we went over all we 
had heard together. 

" I am an old man," he said sadly. " I wish I 
had been told all this when I was young. I could 
have believed it then. But ah ! it is hard to be- 
lieve when one is old." 

For all answer I took his Bible, and finding 
Mark ix. 24, I pointed out that touching and com- 
prehensive prayer of a struggling spirit of times 
gone by — " Lordy I believe ; help Thou mine unbelief," 

And Giles read the words, and bowing his head 
over the book, perhaps made the petition his own. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

JESUS CHRIST THE SAVIOUR, JUDGR, AND KING. 

Arthur, in his new-bom energy and lively interest 
in the things of the world to come, had, so to speak, 
stirred up the whole village. One after another, 
our meetings and lectures were well attended, and 
a spirit of general inquiry seemed to have been 
awakened. 

Our days were spent in our happy work — a work 
the end of which lay folded in eternity. We visited, 
talked, explained, warned, exhorted, and persuaded 
during every spare hour of our lives. We loved our 
pleasant task, and we loved each other. Unity is 
strength, and we would have made any sacrifice 
rather than have divided our happy party ; and in 
any difiTerence arising we had agreed to bear and 
forbear. 

Simeon Isroch appeared to have given np 
arguing, and was gentle and submissive as a child. 
Mrs. Cole's face wore always now a peaceful, con- 
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tented look, and a busy look also, for every moment 
of her leisure time she gladly spent in helping us 
all. Little Charlee and old Hannah Markwick were 
both alike in their element as Gospel heralds ; and 
as for dear Jean Poland, I had never before seen 
her so evidently and trustfully happy. 

And Caleb declared that the new light and peace 
and joy in one, which seemed to have come over us 
all, was to him as the simple outpouring of the 
Spirit of God upon the place ; and that we should, 
we must, see fruit of many rescued souls, either here 
or hereafter. 

Meanwhile, we were preparing for a second set 
of lectures. 

" We wiU have the living Word for our subject 

this time," said old Caleb ; " that Word which was 

made flesh, and dwelt among us. We will study 

His life on earth, and then His triumph and His 

kingdom" 

• • • • • 

The first of the appointed evenings arrived. The 
bam was crowded. Old Giles was present, I saw, 
amongst others. He looked restless and anxious. 
He had found no peace yet. He could not give up 
his earthly idols, and he was unsettled and fearful, 
for was he not a feeble old man ? And was not 
the day, therefore, fast approaching which should 
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force him to gi^e up all he valued, though he had 
laid up no treasure that should stand him in good 
stead ? 

Granville Hughes offered prayer — ^an earnest, 
pleading, eloquent prayer, that must have warmed 
the hearts of all who listened — for light and wisdom 
to approach our great theme, as it ought to be 
approached, with reverence and godly fear. And 
then we sang— 

** Jesus, Lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly.** 

And now quietly old Caleb stood up to speak. 

"Man fell," he began; "he needed a Saviour. 
The world suffered through man's sin ; it too needed 
a Saviour ; and a Saviour was promised. All 
through the Old Testament the idea runs, and 
through the minds of all thinking, civilised nations. 
All felt their great, their imperious want. They 
were sinful, they were suffering, they were in 
trouble and perplexity; and the God who made 
their world, and who loved them, and called them 
out of the dust, would not disappoint them in their 
need." 

And Caleb's aged voice began to warm, and I 
saw his eye flash, as he continued — 

" In due time He came — the Desire of all nations, 
the gracious Saviour who would redeem a lost and 
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groaning creation, the Lord Jesus Christ, to whom 
each single soul is precious, the Prince of happiness 
and peace, the Living Way into the kingdom. 

" But first let us glance at Him as the Messiah, 
who was to * he cut off, but not for Himself/ the Lamb 
of God who was to take away the sin of the world, 
the promised *seed of the woman,' the 'Man of 
Sorrows/ And what do we see ? A young Child, 
set for the fall and rising again of many in Israel, 
and for a sign which should be spoken against. A 
Babe, at whose birth were fulfilled a thousand pro- 
phecies ; subject to His parents ; acknowledged by 
a voice from heaven to be the beloved Son of (Jod ; 
tempted in all points like as we are, yet without 
sin ; patiently going about doing good ; healing the 
sick; giving sight to the blind; making the lame 
to walk; raising the dead; feeding the hungry. 
Poor and despised, having not where to lay His head, 
yet uttering no co^iplaint. Constantly teaching, 
preaching, prophesying, and explaining the Scrip- 
tures ; forgiving sins ; receiving sinners ; continuing 
all night in prayer to God. Giving proof in almost 
every word, and in His whole character of kingly 
gentleness and beauty, of His innate Godhead. Silent 
in suffering, weeping only over the sorrows of others ; 
when reviled, reviling not again; forsaken by all 
His friends; saving the poor dying thief who acknow- 
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ledged Him as Lord ; caring for His mother in His 
hour of agony ; praying for His murderers ; dying, 
though innocent, a malefactor's death. Cut off out 
of the land of the living ; stricken, smitten of God 
and aflicted; brought as a lamb to the slaughter; 
numbered with the transgressors ; made sin for us, 
though He knew no sin, and had dared in His spot- 
less innocence to utter the challenge to all mankind 
— ' Which of you conmnceth Me of sin ? ' And this 
challenge has never been answered, yet the iniquity 
of us all was laid upon Him. 

" Where, in all the varied annals of mankind, can 
we find another such a history ? And who on con- 
templating it would not be drawn to love the gentle 
God-man, who was willing to live and die such a 
death for him ? Who was willing, for He Himself 
says, when speaking beforehand of His death, 
* Therefore doth My Father love Me, because I lay 
down My life, that I might take it again. No man 
taketh it from Me, but I lay it down of Myself. 
I have power to lay it down, and I have power 
to take it again.* 

"Whose heart, on beholding the dear dying 
Lamb of God, would not move him to cry to Him 
who made him, ' My God, I accept the great sacri- 
fice which Thou hast provided for me ; I lay down 
all my fancied merits and virtues; each one is 
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soiled and tainted with sin; and I take with 
gratitude unspeakable Thy wonderful and glorious 
gift, which is none other than Thy love, the love of 
Him who shall be from to-day my Lord, my 
Master, my Friend^ whose dear heart was broken 
for me. And I will not insult Thee, Lord God, 
by thinking of earning^ or 'paying for^ even in part. 
Thy great gift ; but I bring as a thank-offering my 
body, soul, and spirit, to be spent henceforth in Thy 
service, for love, and love alone/ 
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Three lectures we had upon the earthly life of 
our gentle and holy Saviour, upon His sorrow, and 
suffering, and humility, and self-denial, and His 
dying at length that we might live. 

Then we changed our theme, and pursued the 
history of our dear Lord a little further, a prophetic 
history this time. 

• • • • • 

" Jesus died for me," began old Caleb once more. 
" Yes, every single soul may say that now, and gain 
pardon and peace and comfort. But it will not be 
ever so. The long-suffering of the Saviour will one 
day be ended, and He will come, as a mighty Judge, 
in flaming fire, taking vengeance on them that 
know not God. And in that day His hand shall 
find out all His enemies, not one shall escape; 
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His right hand shall find out those that hate 
Him. And He shall make them as a fiery oven 
in the time of His anger; the Lord shall swallow 
them up in His wrath, and the fire shall devour 
them. 

" Does any man doubt that such a day is coming ? 
Let him search the Book of the Lord, and read, and 
judge impartially ; and he will be able to doubt no 
more. 

"'The day of the Lord cometh,' says Isaiah, 
* cruel both with wrath and fierce anger, to lay the 
land desolate ; and He shall destroy the sinners out 
of it.' 

" * For, behold, the day cometh,' says the pro- 
phet Malachi, ' that shall bum as an oven ; and all 
the proud, yea, and all that do wickedly, shall be 
as stubble ; and the day cometh that shall burn 
them up, saith the Lord of hosts, that it shall leave 
them neither root nor branch.' 

" ' When they shall say. Peace and safety,' then 
sudden destruction shall come upon them, and they 
shall not escape, for this is the day of the Lord's 
vengeance, when He wiU ease Him of His adver- 
saries, and avenge Him of His enemies ; and when 
He will say to all those, who in hardness and im- 
penitence are now treasuring up to themselves 
wrath against the day of wrath, and revelation of 
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the righteous judgment of God, * I never knew you ; 
depart from me, ye workers of iniquity/ 

" And now let us look at a Scripture portrait of 
the Judge Himself on that great day. 

"Eev. xix. 1 1- 1 3. 'I saw heaven opened, and 
behold a white horse ; and He that sat upon him 
was called Faithful and True, and in righteousness 
He doth judge and make war. His eyes were as a 
flame of fire, and on His head were many crowns ; 
and He had a name written, that no man knew but 
He Himself. And He was clothed with a vesture 
dipped in blood ; and His name is called The Word 
of God: 

" Clothed with a vesture dipped in blood — the 
blood of His enemies ; His pity. His gentleness, 
His patience all gone. AU day long, the day of 
His forbearance and longsufifering. He has stretched 
out His hands to them, not willing that even they 
should perish. But now, He is no more the gentle 
Jesus, the kind and patient Saviour, waiting to be 
gracious, but the angry Judge, about to cleanse His 
lost and ruined world by a searching, purifjdng 
fire. And at sight of Him, writes St. John, ' the 
heaven departed, as a scroll when it is rolled 
together; and every mountain and island were 
moved out of their places. And the kings of the 
earth, and the great men, and the rich men, and the 
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chief captains, and the mighty men, and every 
bondman, and every freeman, hid themselves in the 
dens and in the rocks of the moimtains ; and said 
to the mountains and rocks, Fall on us, and hide us 
from the face of Him that sitteth on the throne, 
and from fhe wrath of the Lamh ; for the great day 
of His wrath is come; and who shall be able to 
stand ? ' " 

Very solemn and earnest had Caleb's voice 
been; now its tones sank to touching gentleness 
and humility, as he went on. 

" But, oh ! blessed be God, that day is not come 
yet ! Let us flee while we may from the wrath to 
come, God yet, in Divine pity and longsuJBfering, 
commendeth His love toward us, in that, while we 
were yet sinners', Christ died for us. Much more 
then, being justified by His blood, we shall be saved 
from wrath through Him, For God hath not ap- 
pointed us to wrath, but to obtain salvation hy our 
Lord Jesus Christ, 

" Yes, all is hy and through Him (and if we 
cannot accept it so, we cannot have it all). And 
He is still our Lord and Saviour, not yet our judge. 
And those who are His, who have come to Him, 
given their hearts to Him, need not, do not, fear 
Him, even when they think of that day of fierce 
wrath. No, they fear Him no more than the bride 
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fears her bridegroom. She shelters herself behind 
his power and his terror, and rejoices in his might 
which is exercised only on her behalf. And even 
so will the Bride of the Lord Jesus Christ shelter 
herself; and even so will His Church — His people 
— rejoice in Him. 

" Oh, what a glorious thing in that day of anger 
and retribution to be able to look up to the Judge 
of all mankind with a love which casts out fear, 
and to see in His kingly countenance, bright with 

the glory of heaven, an answering love I " 

• • • • • 

Once again Caleb changed his theme ; and now 
he spoke of our Lord as King. 

" ' To see Christ fully,' " said the old man, using 
the words of Mr. Haslam, " * is to see Him in His 
glory, as well as in His humiliation.' We must 
not stop short in our view of our great Eedeemer. 
We must view Him suffering, but we must not forget 
Him triumphant. By faith we must look at His 
Kingdom which still is — * not of this world/ 

"*It is evident,*" again quoting Mr. Haslam, 
"'that for centuries . . . Christians have not 
thought much of the glory of Christ. They have 
been . . . asleep upon that subject. . . . But now it 
is high time for us to awake out of sleep, that we 
may be consciously and intelligently aware of the 
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things that are, and of the things that are coming 
to pass.' 

"'Father/ says the gentle Saviour in His 
thoughtful and beautiful prayer, offered up jvst 
before He was betrayed, and led avxiy to be crucified, 
* I will that they also, whom Thou hast given Me, 
be with Me where I am ; that they may behold My 
glory, which Thou hast given Me ; for. Thou lovedst 
Me before the foundation of the world/ 

"This, then, is one of the beauteous prospects 
which opens out before the mind's eye of the Chris- 
tian — his Lord's glory. He will behold it ! And 
rejoice in it; as we do rejoice even here in the 
glory and praise of those we love. 

" But oh, how wonderful, how far surpassing all 
earthly conceptions, will be this glory ! And oh, 
what a kingdom will then be set up ! 

" The terrible day of vengeance will have passed 
away; the purified and renovated world shall 
blossom abundantly, and rejoice even with joy and 
smging. The wilderness and the solitary place shaU 
be glad for the restored children of men ; and the 
desert shall rejoice and blossom as the rose. The 
light of the moon shall be as the light of the sun, 
and the light of the sun shall be sevenfold. The 
old wastes shall be built up, and former desolations 
raised from ruin. Violence shall no more be heard 
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in the land, wasting nor destruction within its 
borders. And its people shall be all righteous ; for 
as the earth bringeth forth her bud, and as the 
garden causeth the things that are sown in it to 
spring forth, so the Lord God will cause righteous- 
ness and praise to spring forth before aU the nations. 
And under the reign of the glorious Prince of Peace 
they shall beat their swords into ploughshares, and 
their spears into pruning-hooks, and shall not learn 
war any more. And there shall be abundance of 
peace as long as the moon endureth. 'And the 
work of righteousness shall be peace ; and the effect 
of righteousness quietness and assurance for ever ' 
(Isa. xxxii. 17). 

" Once this great Prince and King was ' despised 
and rejected of men ; ' but in that day He shall be 
in actual fact the Desire of All Nations : and all 
nations shall flow unto Him ; ' and the moon shall 
be confounded, and the sun ashamed, when the Lord 
of hosts shall reign in Mount Zion, and in Jerusalem, 
and before His ancients gloriously.' 

" His character before was love ; it will be love 
stiU. In love He wiU perform all His promises to 
His ancient people the Jews ; and it is over them 
that He will reign gloriously, sitting upon the throne 
of His father David. In love also will He take imto 



Judge, and King. 1 1 9 

Himself His Bride, the Church, and she shaU reign 
with Him. 

" Very pitiful also, and of tender mercy, was He 
in the days of His life on earth ; and He will be 
tender and pitiful still. 'He shall deliver the 
needy when he crieth, the poor also, and him that 
hath no helper ' (Ps. Ixxii. 1 2). He will swallow up 
dearth in victory ; He will wipe away tears from off 
all faces; and the rebuke of His people will He 
take away from off all the earth. 

" And His Name shall endure for ever ; His 
Name shall be continued as long as the sun ; and 
men shall be blessed in Him ; all nations shall call 
Him blessed. 

" * Sing,' then, * heavens ; and be joyful, 
earth ; and break forth into singing, mountains ; 
for the Lord hath comforted His people, and will 
have mercy upon His afflicted ' (Isa. xlix. 13). 

" * They shall not hunger nor thirst ; neither shall 
the heat nor sun smite them ; for He tliM hath mercy 
on them shall lead them, even by the springs of water 
shall He guide them ' (Isa. xlix. i o). 

" Who would not glory in being the subject of 
such a mighty and loving Prince ? But He Him- 
self will advance us to a higher glory than this ; 
even the joy of reigning over all nations with Him, 
seated on His throne by His side. 
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" And for it all we have only to come to Him, and 
trust Him, while it is called to-day. Let ns seek 

Him, then, while He may be found ; let us call upon 

« 

Him while He is near. And *let the wicked for- 
sake his way, and the unrighteous man his thoughts ; 
and let him return unto the Lord, and He will 
have mercy upon him, and to our God, for He will 
abundantly pardon.' 

"Come, waiting brother or sister; come with 
heart and soul to Him, and He will give you rest. 
Fall at His feet, and say, I am Thine, Lord; I 
give myself to Thee. I grieve that I should ever 
have dared to scorn and despise Thte, as Thou 
knowest I did ; Thou, the great and loving God in 
whose hand my breath is, and who mightest in Thy 
power and righteous indignation have cut me off in 
a moment. I tremble to remember how long I 
stood up against Thee and Thy patient pleadings in 
my heart. I am ashamed when I think of all the 
excuses I have hitherto made to Thee. I repent 
with tears of all my many sins. And Thou wilt 
forgive, Lord God. Thou art very pitiful at 
the voice of the sinner's cry. Thou wilt give me 
an answer of peace. I depend wholly on Thee — 
never on myself any more. Thou wilt be my 
Saviour now, and, when Thou comest in Thy glory, 
my heavenly Bridegroom and King." 
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CHAPTEE XL 

THE christian's HOPE AND REWARD. 

We sat by Eose Shelbourne's bed-side — old Caleb, 
Jean, and I. 

We had been telling Eose how ihe work was pro- 
gressing ; and she had listened with vivid interest. 
She was somewhat better to-night. 

Arthur had by this time collected a class of pro- 

,^ yo^g J,. Je» ot w„M„, „d Cdeb of l^ 

These were special classes, but we had many others : 
and they, and our , meetings, our lectures, and the 
individual and particular interests of new seeking 
souls gathered out of the village and of others ad- 
joining, were our constant topics of conversation. 
And could we have had better ? 

" What is to be the subject of Mr. Poland's next 
lecture ? " asked Eose, after lying back among her 
pillows for a few moments in silence. 

And it was Jean who answered, with a quiet, 
yet springing gladness in the tone- 

" The Christian's hope!' 

" All this time we have waited," I said. " We 
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have been preparing the way. And now we will 
set before them our hope. And we will paint it in 
its brightest, most beautiful colours, and win many 
souls, please God, by its glory and its heavenly 
loveliness." 

But old Caleb shook his head : 

"You cannot paint it in its brightest colours, 
my son. . . . 'Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, 
neither hatb entered into the heart of man to con- 
ceive, the things which God hath prepared for them 
that love Him.' " 

" True," I returned, " then we will do our best ; 
and by the aid of the Holy Spirit of our God we 
will bring at least a glimpse of its beauty before, 
perhaps, many a lonely and sorrowing soul." 

But Caleb's words had made me thoughtful. Eose 
also closed her eyes, and a sweet smile overspread 
her stiU lovely features, as she murmured — 

" * The things which God hath prepared for them 
that love Him' " 

Ah, Eose was a true and trusting Christian now ; 
and her hope, her blessed unchanging hope, was 

ever present before her. 

• • • • • 

Later, I went to see old Giles. He was a miser- 
able old man still ; and I trembled for him often. 
Would he ever change ? Could a man change at his 
age ? But I reproved myself the next moment for 
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this latter question. Was it not limiting the 
Saviour's power ? Could a soul be so far gone, so 
dead in trespasses and sins, that Se could not raise it 
to life again ? The whole Bible answered, God forbid ! 

I found Giles crouching over a handful of fire ; 
the evenings were dark and cold again now ; — his 
elbows were on his knees, and his head in his hands. 
He looked up as I entered, and there was a momen- 
tary lighting up of his withered features, which then 
relapsed into an expression of settled hopelessness 
again. 

We talked, or rather I talked, of the next lecture 
which Caleb hoped to deliver ; and presently of the 
many hopes of the natural man, and how the frost 
of disappointment blighted ninety-nine out of a 
hundred of them. We talked of youth and its 
happy brightness, and how it faded into age and 
sorrow ; — of strength, and its decline into feebleness 
and weakness ; — of love, thrown back upon itself, 
unrequited, and seldom, if ever, in this world, 
answered in its fulness ; — of ambition, and its goads 
and stings, and cold emptiness and bitterness in the 
end; — of riches, which take to themselves wings 
and fly away. 

" So that, it seems to me," I said, " that when 
youth is gone, if a man has no hope beyond this life, 
(dl is gone ! " 

" Stop ! " said Giles at last, in a voice that was 
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sharp with pain, "Do you know how you are 
torturing me ? Why talk of these things ? Youth, 
hope, the springtime of life ! " And then with a 
look which I could not forget for days, and with a 
pathos and power of expression which I had not 
thought his feeble voice possessed, he repeated the 
following — 

** They take me back where lie inumed 
The ashes of imperial joys, 
Discrowned hopes with quenched eye. 
Great passions with their torches burned. 

'* Some spirit out of darkness brings, 
And sets upon their ancient thrones 
The scattered monumental bones 
Of thoughts that were as mighty kings." 

The passion in the old man's voice moved and 
startled me. 

"Giles!" I cried, as he buried his face in his 
hands, and I heard something like a sob, " did you 
not see whither my thoughts were tending ? Cast 
down these remnants of ancient idols; overturn 
these ' scattered monumental bones ' : they are but 
the refrain of dead hopes which can only hurt and 
grieve, and wring your heart. Pray God to give 
you grace to set up in your soul a new and living 
hope, which shall cover the dim cold future which 
is before you now, with the light and warmth and 
verdure and beauty of a lasting springtime, a spring- 
time which Cometh from heaven, and which can 
never decay." 
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He glanced up with a moment's wistful hopeful- 
ness in his eyes. 

" Come," I said now, " to our next lecture ; and 
hear good old Caleb Poland set forth liis hopey which 
you may then take for yours if you wilL And may 
God bless you, dear old friend, and grant you the 
will and the power. And remember, to the praise 
and glory of the dear Lord and Saviour, that of 
all the tens of thousands who have rested upon this 
wonderful hope, we have no knowledge of a single 
soul that has ever been disappointed in it, which 
cannot be said of any other hope whatsoever." 

" I will come, lad," returned Giles, in a quiet and 

softened tone. And I went away content. 
• • • • • 

Many inquired of us, as we told them of the 
Word of Life — " But what, in plain words, shall it 
benefit us if we turn Christians ? What have you 
to promise us ? What shall be our reward ? " 

And these questions Caleb had determined to do 
his best to answer in his next lecture. 

He mused over the word ' reward.' 

" It is a word used in Scripture again and again," 
he said. " We do not deserve a reward, nevertheless 
our God is pleased to promise it, nay, not one 
reward alone, but many, oh, how many! 'What 
shall we have therefore ? ' A volume might be 
written in reply." 
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The evening of the lecture came. The old bam 
was once more full to overflowing. 

And how, as I write, the whole thing comes back 
to me! time, place, sui^roundings, and even the 
outside weather! And I remember that on that 
particular evening a rough and bitter north wind 
blew fiercely, that the pure fresh-fallen snow lay in 
drifts round about the houses, that the sky was dark 
and threatening, and that it seemed cheering and 
encouraging to make one's way from the snow-drifts 
and cold and darkness without, into the warmth and 
comfort of the weU-lighted bam, with its boarded 
floor and two great portable stoves. 

And then how the cold and discomfort, and 
disappointments and sorrows of the outer world 
faded into nothingness as we prepared to listen to 
dear old Caleb's words concerning the Christian's 
great hope of the everlasting kingdom to come, with 
the love of its Lord. 

I see him now, with the eye of my mind, as I 
saw him then — good,kind, old man — just raised above 
US all by the temporarily-constructed platform ; his 
aged face uplifted, and bright with the light of purest 
joy. Not a thought of self was there. And what a 
hope was his ! too great at first for utterance. 

He began at length by a text from the Bible he 
loved — 

"'Beloved,'" he said, in a voice that must 
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have strangely stirred many a heart, and now his 
eyes were resting upon the faces upturned to his, 
"'think it not strange concerning the fiery trial 
which is to try you, as though some strange thing 
had happened unto you ; but rejoice, inasmuch as ye 
are partakers of Christ's sufferings ; tliaty when His 
glory shall he revealed^ ye may be glad also with 
exceeding joy.' 

" And what is this ' exceeding joy ' ? What, on 
the authority of the Word of God, is the * exceeding 
great reward,' which shall be given in the Lord's 
own good time to those who are His ? 

" Not one blessing, but a thousand, and thousands 
of thousands. Not a heavenly prize, given once 
for all, but a sweet reward of love going on for ever ; 
— for ever, and evermore increasing in beauty and 
preciousness. 

" But what is it ? you ask again. Have patience, 
and you shall hear at least an earnest of it. Earth- 
bound minds, souls closed in by this ' muddy vesture 
of decay,' can comprehend no more in this world. 

" Are you weary and sad, and wholly disappointed 
with the things of this life? Come to Jesus 
Christ the Lord, and receive from His dear hand, 
poured straight into your heart, comfort and warmth, 
and love, and rest. Come and see the hope which 
may be yours, painted in His own Word in bright 
undying colours by the hand of God Himself. 
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Hear a stiU smaU voice, passing the mists and 
darkness and turmoil of this lower world, penetrat- 
ing even the otherwise unfathomable future, and 
saying, * Hope Thou in God! Eeceive this sweet 
hope ; let it sink deep into your very soul, till the 
light and joy which it shall bring you shall dazzle 
and enrapture beyond any present conception. 

"Are you naked and empty of everything in 
this hard, imfeeling world? Arise, depart then! 
This is not your rest. And bless God for the trials 
which have aroused you. Go to Him ; be filled ; be 
clothed. . . . Eeceive into thee, by a single thought 
of faith and trust in Him^ a new nature, which will 
require daily, hourly nurture, for which thou must 
beseech thy God ; a nature which will war against 
the old nature in which thou wert born, to the very 
last breath of thy life on earth ; which wiU cost thee 
many a tear, many a sharp pang, many a struggle ; 
but which will yet be, notwithstanding all, a joy, a 
rapture, a cause of gratitude too intense for earth. 

" * What is the Christian's Hope ? ' asks one who 
is a stranger to it. What is it noti Can any 
man tell of a single blessing, in all the wide uni- 
verse of thought, for which a Christian may not 
hope ? ]S"o. His hopes are boundless. But he 
lives, or should live, as one who has no abiding city 
here, as a pilgrim and a sojourner in a strange land, 
ever journeying towards his beautiful far-away 



The Christians Hope and Reward. 129 

home, ever having this home of the kingdom in 
his mind's eye. Ever also feeling the sweet and 
mysterious and strengthening presence of his Lord 
at his side, and in his heart, guiding him, encourag- 
ing him to the end, holding out his crown, whisper- 
ing, ' Be of good cheer, it is I, be not afraid/ 
Death has no possible terrors for such a man as 
this. The very thought of it makes his heart leap 
as with joy. It is but a plunge, and he is on the 
other side of the spiritual Jordan, his fears,, his 
anxieties, his heartaches, his weaknesses and weari- 
nesses, all over for evermore. 

" But, another phase of this great subject, — the 
Christian may never die. Our Lord, with the great 
company of those who have gone before, may come 
at any moment ; and then we who are alive and 
remain shall be caught up to meet Him, and all our 
loved ones, in the air, and so shall we ever be with 
the Lord. 

" And in that moment of ecstasy we shall receive 
a glorified body that shall know toil and pain and 
humiliation no more, but shall shine as the stars in 
light to all eternity. And then shall be given us 
also a mansion in the heavens, prepared for us by 
the Lord Himself; and an inheritance incorruptible, 
and undefiled, and that fadeth not away; and a 
crown, and throne, and kingdom to be possessed 
through endless ages. 
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" Heavenly work also shall be for the Christian ; 
happy work, without let or hindrance. Heavenly 
progress, too, but always and everywhere with the 
Lord whom he loves to lead the way. 

"But more than this. Christians. It shall be 
yours to take part in the greatest and most glorious 
wedding-feast that ever was, or will be — the ' mar- 
riage-supper of the Lamb.' Nay, at this great feast 
you shall sit as Bride, robed and crowned, the ad- 
miration of heaven and earth. You shall ask what 
you will, and the King of all the worlds will do it 
for you. You shall shed no more tears, for the 
Lord, the heavenly Bridegroom, will wipe them all 
away from your eyes. 

" Moreover, as His beloved Bride, the King Him- 
self will arise, and gird Himself, and while you sit 
at meat, He will serve you ! What wondrous con- 
descension ! And then you shall drink with Him 
the new wine of His Father's kingdom, and of His 
own kingdom, for He and His Father are one. And 
you shall eat of the hidden manna, and of the fruit 
of the tree of life. 

" And at that feast you shall see and hear the 
* aTigel harpers harping with their harps,' such music 
as never was even imagined on earth. 

" You shall see, too, such glorious sights as go far 
beyond any speech of this life to describe them. 
Such guests also will be present as would put to 
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shame even the mightiest and the richest of all the 
kings that ever lived on earth. 

" And you shall desire to look into many things 
which here you saw but dimly; and your Bride- 
groom Himself shall be your loving Guide and 
Teacher, 

"And then it shall be yours to watch many 
pageants still passing on the earth beneath. You 
shall see the world restored and cleansed, and the 
throne set on Mount Zion. And you shall witness 
the remnant of faithful Jews returning to their 
beloved Zion, the city of their King, returning with 
songs of everlasting joy upon their heads. 

" Does any man ask. How can these things be ? 
The Bible will tell him, if he will but study it. 
And it will show him also that I have, in few and 
imperfect words, given but the merest opening out, 
the faintest dawnings, of the glory which shall be 
hereafter to us who love the Lord. 

"Faithful searching of the Bible clears up many 
mysteries ; and our Lord, when He comes, will clear 
up the rest, and bless us with a great and dear and 
wonderful blessing, if we have not doubted Him. 

"But the King of Heaven, be it remembered, 
will not take to Himself a bride who loves him not. 
Study His great and glorious character then, that 
you may Icnow Him; for if you know Him you 
cannot help loving Him ; and if you love Him, and 
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Him alone, you will be ready enough to submit to 
Him, to accept your salvation, your life for ever, 
your all at His kind hands, and freely to give up 
henceforth all fancied self-righteousness or merit of 
your own. 

" And now, in plain words, to answer the question 
— * What is the Christian's Hope ? ' It is, fh^ Com- 
ing of His Lord. It may be in this present life, or 
it may be in death, but He will surely come, and 
take him who loves Him to be with Him for ever- 
more. What matter, then, for aught else ? The 
Christian knows that he may expect a great reward, 
a crown, a kingdom, and, as we have said, what 
may he not expect ? But it is not of these things 
he thinks so much as the sweet and everlasting 
love between the Lord Jesus and his own souL 
And when he thinks of that, how he longs for the 
Lord to come ! And how at every fresh reminder 
of this precious love, his hope starts up anew, and 
he is ready to cry out aloud — * Come, Lord Jesus, 
come quickly ! ' 

" glorious hope ! Why do not more Chris- 
tians live in the light of it ? Why do they not 
more vigorously, in the strength of Him who loves 
them, ever strive to cast aside every weighty and 
the sin which doth so easily beset them, and so run 
their heavenly race unhindered ? 

" blessed hope, anchor of the soul both sure 
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and steadfast, rock of refuge and safety, which no 
storm can shake or remove ! Why do not Chris- 
tians look more continually on this their pearl of 
great price ? Ah, why do they — and why do I 
— old man as I am, let the god of this world blind 
my eyes again and again to the exceeding precious- 
ness of this my heaven-born, heaven- sustained, un- 
changing hope ? 

" God, brighten our beautiful hope ! blessed 
Lord, fix our eyes constantly upon it, revive and 
strengthen it day by day. And through all the 
vicissitudes of this chequered life, let us ever rejoice 
more and more as we think of the time when we 
shall see Thee face to face, and no more, as now, 
by the eye of our dim faith alone. 

" Hasten the time, dear Lord Jesus ! If we find 
our greatest and sweetest happiness here in the few 
hours we may spend with those we love best, what 
shall be our joy when we and they foUow Thee 
whithersoever Thou goest, for ever i " 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

* WATCH, THEREFORE^ 

The Lord's own words. 

* Watch, therefore ; for ye know not what hour 
your Lord doth come.* 

* Blessed are those servants, whom the Lord when 
He Cometh shall find watching ; verily I say unto 
you, that He shall gird Himself, and make them to 
sit down to meat, and wiU come forth and serve 
them/ 

* Let us not sleep,' then, ' as do others, but let us 
watch and be sober.' For we know not when the 
thrones shall be cast down, and the Ancient of days 
shall sit, and when 'the kingdom and dominion, 
and the greatness of the kingdom under the whole 
heaven, shall be given to the people of the saints of 
the Most High, whose kingdom is an everlasting 
kingdom, and aU dominions shaU serve and obey 
Him' (Dan. vii 27). 

Old Caleb watched in joy and faith, and a hope, 

strong with the strength and steady growth of years. 

Arthur watched in joy also. But he was a 
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yowng Christian, eager for work; and though he 
longed for his Lord, he took pleasure in the thought 
that he might yet have allotted to him many years 
on earth in which to labour for the good of souls. 

And Jean watched. She loved her Lord, and . 
looked forward to the time when earthly storms 
should all be over, and her troubled heart at rest. 

For her heart was troubled again. Never mind 
why. Ah, how many lessons come to us through 
this earthly love, that is so sweet, and yet so sad ! 

Poor Jean 1 If you could but watch more closely 
and constantly, your heart would be weaned from 
the joys of this world ; they would all sink into % 
secondary place, and you would be wholly willing 
to abide by the will of the Lord. 

Moreover, you would gradually come to see that 
there can be no obstacles in the pathway to our 
dearest wishes but such as a wise and kind God 
sees fit to place there. The lightest straw can 
become an impassable barrier at a word from Him ; 
and, on the other hand, our greatest hindrances, or 
esteemed by us as such, He can and will sweep 
away as merest cobwebs the moment the right time 
comes. 

What can we do then ? Surely only bow in 
submission, and trust, and love, and say with our 
Lord, * Thy will be done ! ' 
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And old Giles, poor old Giles ! — for what was he 
watching? For whether we are earthly or heavenly- 
minded, we are always watching for something. 

Giles watched for his gains, and kept guard over 
his gold ; looking older, and growing feebler, every 
month of his life. And often I feared lest death 
should come upon his doubting, wavering soul un- 
awares, and he should cry like the infidel in his 
last hour — 

" God, if there be a God, save my soul, if I 
have a soul ! " 

Awful cry ! Terrible words of an unbelieving 

soul just sinking into despair. 

• • . • ■ 

And Eose Shelboume watched, waiting for the 
coming of her Lord in death. 

It was evening, dusk and cold ; Jean and Caleb 
and I stood at her bedside. We felt that she was 
passing away. 

She was calmly, wonderfully happy. She made 
me envy her. What was death to her but the great 
frowning portal of her beautiful mansion in light ? 

She lay still ; her hands clasped on her breast ; 
a smile of intense joy and peace irradiating her 
thin, perfectly colourless face ; her eyes closed ; her 
lips moving, as she softly murmured — 

" I come to Thee, blest Jesns, 
I, who have little faith ; 
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I clasp Thy hand to hold me 
Through all the pains of death. 

When heart and flesh are failing, 
O Saviour ! fail me not ; 

Ko evil thing can hurt me 
If not by Thee forgot.*' 

In silence we listened, while she went by 
degrees all through the hymn, Jean helping her 
when memory failed. 

"Sing, Jean," she said presently. "Sing softly, 
oh, so softly, * We shall sleep, but not for ever.' " 

Jean did so; her sweet but trembling voice 
gathering strength as she went on. 
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** We shall sleep, but not for ever. 
There will be a glorious dawn ! 
We shall meet to part — no, never, 
On the resurrection mom. 

" From the deepest caves of ocean. 
From the desert and the plain, 
From the valley and the mountain, 
Countless throngs shall rise again. ** 

"Thank you, dear Jean," said the faint voice 
when she had finished. 

Caleb bent over her. 

" You are happy, my child ? " 

"Happy!" — and her beautiful eyes unclosed; 
and she gazed at us with a light and bliss as 
from heaven itself playing over her face. "I 
never knew happiness till now. My Saviour says, 
*When thou passest through the waters I will be 
with thee/ And He is with me. I trust Him. 
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lie holds me. He is a light to me even in the 
darkness. He died for me. . . For me, then, 
death can have no terrors. He has conquered the 
great and terrible enemy." 

Very slowly and feebly had all this been 
spoken. And now came a pause. And then we 
heard her murmuring still — 

" He died for me. . . He died for me." 
Presently, at her request, Jean sang again — 



** Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee. 
. • . . • 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
Wlien mine eyelids close in death. 
When I soar to worlds unknown. 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne, 
Kock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee.*' 

All was silent. Eose apparently slept. 

By and by her eyes unclosed, but they had a far- 
away look in them ; and she did not seem to recog- 
nise now the faces of those who stood around her 
bed. Clasping her hands once more, she softly 
uttered the words — 

" He is here ! Lord Jesus, I come to Thee." 

And then, who shall say what passed in that 
young soul ? Eose was entering the gates^ of the 
celestial city, whose glory dawned upon her spiritual 
sight as her bodily eyes grew dim and fixed in 
death. Never more would the things of this lower 
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world have power to charm her. And as I watched 
her, I thought of the lines — 

** The glory of the present fades away, 

Its stateliest grandeur, all that here we prize. 
Live not for time, O soul ! thine endless day, 
Thy real world, is that beyond'the skies." 

One approached the bed and spoke gently, and 
then another. But Eose returned no answer. She 
would never answer again in this life. 

Jean stood near me; her tears now dropping 
softly. She had grown to love Eose dearly. 

I took a book from a table near, a book I knew 
well, and Jean and I read the following verses to- 
gether — 

'* * Sleep soft, heloved,' we sometimes say. 
But have no tune to charm away 
Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep ; 

But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the heavy slumber when 
*jH"c giv^h ffis beloved sleep.* 

** For me, my heart that erst did go 

Most like a tired child at a show, 
That sees through tears the mummers leap, 

Would now its wearied vision close, 
Would childlike on His love repose, 

* Who giveth His belov^ sleep.*" 



Eose had been taken then, but we were left. We 
were watchers still. 

What had I in life that I should wish to prolong 
my stay on earth ? Nothing, and I did not wish it. 
But it was good for me, it was good for us all, to 

K 
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watch and wait on a little longer, or our dear Lord 
would not have left us to do so. 

Oh blessed be God, we often thought and said, if 
the few more trials and the few more tears that 
remained to us should bring us nearer to our Lord 
in the kingdom. 

All Christians know by experience, that the effect 
of sorrow here is to draw souls into closer com- 
munion with the Lord who bought them with His 
blood. There will be no more sorrow there ; but who 
does not believe that the effect which it worked out 
here will remain through all time to come ? 

And do not think that we looked at this matter 
in the light of reward for endurance — ^reward, that 
is, in the usual sense of the word, but as a law of 
natural necessity. Trials expand and enlarge the 
soul, and increase its capaxiity for enjoyment, and be 
sure that the great and good God will give to each 
one, to use the words of another, ' all he can pos- 
sibly enjoy ; ' will fill up the measure of his power 
and ability, so that each heaven-given faculty shall 
have needful and happy exercise; will take care 
that not one of His children who can ' rule over ten 
cities ' shall be left with only Jive, 

And is there not a solemn lesson in this ? If 
we stunt and starve our souls in this life, on our 
ourselves will be the consequences to all eternity ; 
their vision, their intelligence, their powers will be 
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the narrower and the poorer in the kingdom to come. 
* Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reajp! 

Sow to the Spirit, then; and of the Spirit reap 
fruit to life everlasting. And do not delay the 
great work. The appointed time may be short. 
Not many years, perhaps not many months or even 
weeks, may be left to us, in which to work out our 
own salvation with fear and trembling. The com- 
ing of the Lord draweth nigh ; it may be even at 
the doors. For He will come. In like manner as 
He went up into heaven, so shall He come agaiuy 
and all our waiting and watching shall have an end. 
At the very moment determined upon in the fore- 
knowledge of God, even before the foundation of the 
world, the cry will go forth, " Behold the Bridegroom 
Cometh ; go ye out to meet Him ! " 

Many, ah ! how many among us, would fain hear 
that cry tww, would fain go out tww, to meet the 
Bridegroom! But he says to all these longing 
hearts — 

** Not now ; for I have wanderers in the distance, 
And thou must call them in with patient lore ; 
Not now ; for I have sheep upon the mountains ; 
And thou must follow them where'er they rove.** 

Have patience, therefore. Christians. Be willing 
to wait and endure, while more, and more, and ever 
more of God's wheat is being gathered into His 
gamer. Watch also and pray, lest ye enter into 
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temptation, and fall unawares into some cunningly 
spread snare of the arch-enemy of mankind. 

• • • • • 

* The coming of the Lord ! ' Ah 1 can the world 
imagine a hundredth part of the bliss which, to 
Christians, lies enfolded in these few words 1 Their 
hearts leap within them for joy and rapture when- 
ever they think of it. Now they walk in com- 
parative darkness ; then they shall see the light of 
life. N(yw they are uncrowned kings and queens, 
walking up and down in the world in patient 
obscurity, yet breathing blessings wherever they go ; 
then they shall be ' clothed upon ' with glory and 
immortality ; and the Lord Jesus Himself shall set 
the crown upon their heads, and love them ever- 
more, and they Him, as * members of His body, of 
His flesh, and of His bones.' 

* Will He come to-day ? ' the Christian often asks 
himself, as another, and yet another, sun rises. 
* Will He come this month ? or this year ? How 
long before we shall be able to say, " This is our 
God, we have waited for Him. We will be glad 
and rejoice in His salvation.*' How long, Lord ? ' 

But we must remember that, though we seem to 
have waited so long, ' one day is with the Lord as a 
thousand years, and a thousand years as one day.' 
And also, that 'the Lord is not slack concerning 
His promise, as some men count slackness ; but is 
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longsufifering to usward, not willing that any should 

perish, but that all should come to repentance/ 

• • • • ' • 

Let us try to imagine that day. 

Say it is an ordinary day — in the happy summer- 
time, may be, when, resting awhile from your labours, 
you sit 

** Under the bowering honeysuckle, 

By purple bells of shaking heather." 

And as you sit, you ponder upon • the wondrous 
times that are coming upon this world, and you try 
to picture to yourself the beautiful new world — all 
fair, without spot or blemish, or storm, or tear. 

The children of God are scattered here and there 
all over the earth. This day began as other days, 
and they are at their usual occupations, their souls 
meanwhile filled with happy, satisfied, confident 
thoughts of Him, Though all others forsake them, 
yet will He never forsake them. Though all others 
frown on them, yet will He love them still. 

They have many interests ; who could or ought 
to live in the world without ? some great, some small. 
They are busy, possibly, with a simple task that be- 
longs to the day. Suddenly they hear that long- 
listened-for trumpet sound ! In a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, all earthly interests, aU the hopes 
and joys of this world, fade and become as nothing j 
They look up ; they behold their Lord ; a heavenly 
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rapture thrills them through ; they are caught up, 
changed in an instant from poor, feeble, doubting 
human beings into glorious creatures, purified from 
all that is of the earth, earthy, and made fit com- 
panions for the angels of heaven, nay, for the Lord 
and King of Heaven Himself; and never another 
sorrow or care will touch them. * Christians 1 ' 
says a writer, ' who are like you ? ' And indeed 
what greater joy could we have set before us than 
that which is set before us ? 

Oh, why do we not pray every day and every 
hour to be enabled to look more constantly, and 
faithfully, and lovingly for the coming of the Lord ? 
If we did this, the things of this world would most 
surely lose their power over us, and we should 
become more and more * attached to things of heaven 
and glory. When a man has made up his mind to 
dwell in another land, and has abeady some of his 
treasures gathered there, including his greatest, how 
lonely he is among the things of this land; his 
mind and his heart are away in the fax country, and 
he looks upon events here as if they did not concern 
him/ So it is with Christians. But might it not 
be so in a far greater and higher and hoUer degree 
than it is ? 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

* THE RESTITUTION OF ALL THINGS? 

We had had many more lectures — more than one 
— to prove to us from Scripture that the Lord may 
come at any moment ; that there is not a single pro- 
phecy to be fulfilled before His first coming in the 
clouds for His Bride, the Church. 

In times of old the world was secure until a kind 
God had safely shut Noah in the ark. So also the 
cities of the plain were undisturbed until the same 
kind God had sent Lot, the only righteous man, 
away from their neighbourhood. And Caleb be- 
lieved — founding his belief on that ancient Book, 
which he searched day by day so diligently — that 
just so in these last days the world is as safe as 
then, until the Bride of the Lord is removed from its 
midst, to be held in His all-powerful keeping, while 
His judgments are poured out upon the earth. 

And after the lecture on this subject, we took 
our Bibles, and searched them through for each and 
every mention of judgment or pimishment; and 
many and solemn were the warnings we found. 
But now we had wherewith to answer those who 
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say that, in thoughtlessness and irreligion,'the world 
shall go on for ever, and shall Tiever be judged. 

Then we had another lecture upon God's ancient 
people, the Jews. Their past glory, and ingratitude, 
and sinfulness ; their rejection of their and our 
gentle and kingly Christ, Saviour, and Messiah; 
their present desolation and banishment, which shall 
end in their return to their own land: a nation 
born in a day, yet a sinful nation still. A nation 
that will seek its own ways, and do its own works, 
even amid all the troubles which will come upon it, 
tmtil in its last extremity, when its many and great 
enemies are all gathered together against Jerusalem, 
the beloved city, — then the glorious Lord shall ' come 
from the way of the east,' and His voice shall be as 
the noise of many waters, and the whole earth shall 
shine with His glory. The Lord our God shall come, 
and all His saints with Him (Zech. xiv. 5). * And 
He shall come down to fight for Mount Zion, and 
for the hill thereof (Isa. xxxi. 4). 

And then shall all the tribes of the earth mourn ; 
and He shall gather them together, and judge them, 
and reward or punish them, according to the kind- 
ness or unkindness which they have shown to His 
brethren, the Jews. 

And then also, as it appeared to Caleb, and to 
most of us who listened, shall the Jews recognise 
their true Messiah and Deliverer in Him whom of 
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old their nation rejected ; and * they shall look on 
Him whom they pierced, and they shall mourn 
for Him, as one mourneth for his only son, and 
shall be in bitterness for Him, as one that is in 
bitterness for his firstborn ' (Zech. xii. i o). 

But — this time of sorrow and judgment having 
passed away, and Satan, that old deceiver, being 
bound for a thousand years — Christ, the Lord, the 
King of kings, and His Bride, the Church, shall reign 
over restored Israel, and over the whole earth, in 
righteousness and peace. 

And next we spent two or three evenings in 
considering millennial glory and happiness, and in 
looking out the numerous promises which will 
then be fulfilled to the Church and to the Jews 
respectively. 

And, the thousand years of peace having expired, 
Satan, says Scripture, must be loosed for a little 
season. And then he will go out once more to 
deceive the nations. But his triumph will be 
short ; and we read of his final and terrible doom 
in a single solemn verse of the twentieth chapter 

of the Eevelation. 

• • • • • 

And next we read of the 'great white throne, 
and Him that sat on it, from whose face the earth 
and the heaven fled away ; ' and of the multitude 
who stood before that throne, all described in one 
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word as ' dead : ' the multitude of the second resur- 
rection (Eev. XX. S, 6), having no hope, standing 
before that awful throne, and beholding no more 
a Saviour, but an offended God. A mvltitvde, — but 
not therefore to be judged indiscriminately, but, by 
a righteous and just God, according to their works, 
A multitude to whom shall be awarded individual 
punishments growing probably out of the life each 
has lived here upon earth, following upon it of 
necessity, a reaping of all which has been sown, 

fruit according to the blossoming. 

• • • • • 

It was evening, the evening appointed for the 
last of our lectures, for the present, at least. 

Spring had fairly come again. Snowdrops and 
crocuses were peeping up everywhere, and primroses 
were budding in the fields and hedges. 

Granville Hughes had long ago departed. Yet we 
saw him not unfrequently, for he had exchanged his 
far-off living for one comparatively near to us. 

I was early wending my way towards the old 
bam. I often went early, in order to have a quiet, 
uninterrupted time in a place which, bam though it 
was, seemed sacred to me. How many souls I had 
there seen brought to a sense of their unworthiness 
before God, made to see their need of a Saviour ! 
For, however little I may have said on the subject, 
good old Caleb, thanks to his God and ours, had not 
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spoken the word in vain. The Lord had been 
pleased to take his and our weakness, and to use it 
in power. I entered the barn ; a soft voice was read- 
ing or praying aloud. I stole away again. 

I knew the voice ; it was Jean Poland's. I had 
caught sight of her face ; it was bright and happy. 

And more. I knew the secret of her happiness, 
and I saw that she had come there to praise her 
God, for a great joy that had fallen to her, and which 
was no other than the love of him whom she loved. 
Arthur had been to tell me the pleasant story just 
before I came away. He had seen much of Jean 
lately, and insensibly, and by slow degrees, she had 
become very dear to him, and now he thought that 
there was none other like her in the wide world. 

I must have my time of meditation in the lane 
this evening ; and I walked up and down thought- 
fully enough, and sometimes, I believe, even a little 
sadly, pondering over words which I had that morn- 
ing read in the eighth chapter of Deuteronomy. 

" Thou shalt remember all the way which the Lord 
thy God led thee these forty years in the wilderness, 
to humble thee, and to 'prove thee, to know what was 
in thine heart, whether thou wouldest keep His com- 
mandments or no. 

"Thou shalt also consider in thine heart, that, as 
a man chasteneth his son, so the Lord thy God 
chasteneth thee.*' 
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* The way which the Lord thy God led thee! The 
words made me think of Jean. She had been led 
by the right way straiofht to the very desire of her 
heart, and if she could but have trusted from the 
first, all would have been well, and she would have 
been spared much sorrow. But she had seen a cloud 
over her head, and had feared it, as we all do fear, 
and had wearied herself with her secret and needless 
sorrow, while the blessing she craved was all the 
time on its way to her. 

And Arthur ? I glanced back over the last year 
of his life. Had not he been led, by a different path 
it is true, but fully as wisely and lovingly as Jean ? 
He was no longer gay, careless, and unthinking, 
without hope and without God in the world ; he had 
not now an idol in his heart, set up in the place of 
the God who made him. Through a short, sharp 
trial, he had struggled onward and upward, and now, 
holding fast by the hand of his Lord, he was climbiug 
still, climbing till he should reach the heights of 
God; and ever as he went he lovingly took one 
or another of his fellow-men by the hand, and 
preached unto him Jesiis. . . . And now God 
would bless him by giving him dear Jean's true 
heart for his own. 

And had the Lord led these two, and would He 
not also lead me? Had He blessed them, and 
might I not trust Him to reserve a blessing for 
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me ? Oh why had I not that faith which takes 
the cup of life as it is mingled ? drinking it 
without a murmur, and remembering that even 
here we may often say with truth, 'The more 

sorrow, the more joy/ 

• • • • • 

A cold spring twilight was deepening around me. 
Little footsteps sounded near, and the next moment 
Charlee Goodwin's voice exclaimed — 

" Mr. Falkner, do stop ! Do come here ! Here 
is a poor dead bird 1 Poor, poor thing ! How cmild 
anybody kiU it ? " 

" Ah, Charlee ! " I said, as I turned to look at 
it ; " as you grow older, and see more of what goes 
on around you, you will not ask how could anybody 
kill a hird ? That is a small sin, if any sin is small 
in the sight of a pure and holy and all-loving God. 
Millions of such sins are committed every day, and 
thought nothing of. Yet they are all noted down, 
all remembered, and their mingled cry goes up to 
heaven against us. I believe we should be astonished 
if we were to take account of all we saw, even in a 
single day, that could not be allowed — would not 
be possible indeed — in God's new world, where 
there shall be no more pain nor death, nor dumb 
protestations of innocent lower creatures against the 
hardness and cruelty of man." 

Charlee, tender-hearted child as she was, could 
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not easily forget the dead bird, lying there stiff and 
still in the cold twilight ; and the thought of it, I 
believe, gave point to -many a sentence of old Caleb's 
that night. 

The bam was even fuller than usual, crowded 
from one end to the other. 

Caleb presently took his Bible, and read of * the 
times of restitution of all things, which God hath 
spoken by the mouth of all His holy prophets since 
the world began * (Acts iii 21). 

And then he turned to Eev. xxii. 3, and read, 
* And there shall he no more curse! 

" ' No more curse,' " he repeated slowly. " We 
cannot reaUse at first sight what a great and glorious 
and far-reaching promise this is. No more crimes 
then, nor debts, nor prisons ; no hatred, nor envy, 
nor even thought of evil or unkindness. . . . No 
more weary labour, or sickness, or poverty; no 
misunderstandings, or hard words from those we 
love ; no estrangements, no partings, no tears ; no 
death, nor graveyards, nor hospitals, nor almshouses. 

"No more painful sights or sounds; no storms, 
no night, no terrors, no famine nor pestHence. 

" And the good God hath spoken of all this by 
His holy prophets since the world began ! 

"Look for the promise of it all in the Book of God, 
you who love and you who do not love your Bibles. 
See how the marvellous subject begins to dawn in 
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scattered verses here and there. Then its light and 
glory seems withdrawn altogether, but presently you 
come upon it again, in whole chapters at a time. 

"And when this happy period arrives for the 
world, we shall be reigning with the Lord, kings and 
priests to Him through all ages. . . . But I believe 
that our restored and glorified earth will revolve in 
its place among the stars for ever; and that our 
children's children to a thousand generations will 
find a home in it; and that we shall see them, 
reign over them, be their loving, unseen guides 
perhaps. And I believe, too, that we shall see, 
and rejoice in, the new and perfect loveliness of a 
/ world without spot or blemish — clad in 'everlasting 
spring,' decked with ' never-withering flowers ;' and 
that we shall take pleasure in viewing sweet land- 
scapes of never-ending variety, unspoiled by man, 
and where no ravenous bird or beast shall wander 
to do hurt. 

"Then, too, many improvements, and discoveries 
of which we think so much now, will probably 
prove to have been in their veriest infancy. And 
we may watch our descendants, as they take them 
up, and carry them on to perfection. 

" Then hope will never be clouded and marred 
by sad disappointment, but fulfilled beyond ex- 
pectation. Then the rapturous brightness of love, 
which Cometh from God, wiU never be dimmed or 



154 * ^^^ Restitution of all Things! 

darkened by sorrow, or doubt, or separation, but 
will rest in sweetest joy and purest light and 
beauty for evermore. 

"The whole earth will shine with the glory of 
heaven ; its people will be all righteous, and all 
around them will be pure and spotless and 
lovely. 

"All will be peace and contentment — highest 
contentment. And in these days there will be no 
servants, as we use the word now. And yet all 
will be servants ; for each and all will vie in loving 
duty and kindness one to another, dwelling in love, 
as children of one great Father. 

"I believe that we shall see all this, looking 
back not seldom on the way by which we ourselves 
came : one way, and only one, — through light, 
through darkness, — the way into the kingdom. Here 
was a heavy sorrow that almost crushed us, yet our 
Heavenly Father, who loved us as the apple of His 
eye, never wavered in putting it upon us, knowing 
that it was for our everlasting good ; and now we 
rejoice over it. 

" Looking back, we see also many small fretting 
disappointments and vexations; these, too, were 
ordered. There gladness shone upon us, and we 
drank of the brook in the way, and lifted up our 
heads, and pursued our journey rejoicing. Ah ! and 
we might always have rejoiced, if we had but 
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trusted wholly. It was a chequered journey, yet 
now we see plainly that, 'through waves, and 
clouds, and storms,' our Father's hand was all the 
time 'gently clearing the way/ And now it is 
over, and we are at rest ; though, if in our happy 
hearts a regret can lie, it is that we did not wholly 
trust ; that we did not lean on our dear Lord, as 
we might have done, without care and without 
anxiety through all the days and years of our life. 
We know how faith honours Him, and how He * 
honours it ; yet how little we show of it ; and how 
strangely and ungratefully we doubt and trouble 
ourselves unnecessarily day by day. • 

" We are sick, or in poverty ; or we have anxiety 
of mind ; or, as Job says, our way seems fenced up, 
that we cannot pass ; or we have made some mistake, 
which grieves and perplexes us greatly ; or we have 
perhaps missed, as we consider, a golden opportunity; 
or our plans have not prospered as we had expected ; 
or (a common case) the very thing which we most 
wish for is the joy which, of all others, it seems we 
may not have. Never mind, dear brother or sister ; 
look away from it all to the Lord Himself. Hear 
Him say, ' Be of good cheer ; it is I ; be not afraid.' 
In all these circumstances He who never slumbers 
nor sleeps has been looking upon you in love and 
in tenderness, wisely overruling all for your good. 
Even in your mistakes, only trust Him, and He 
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will set all right, and bring good out of evil, as 
only He can. 

* Thou wearest not the crown, 

Nor the best course can tell ; 
God sitteth on the throne, 
And guideth all things well. 

* Trust Him to govern, then ! 

No king can rule like Him ; 
How wilt thou wonder when, 

Thine eyes no more are dim. 
To see those paths which vex thee 

How wise they were and meet ! 
The works which now perplex thee, 

How gloriously complete 1 ' 

" Surely, it will not be the least part of our joy 
to study the wisdom of our God through all the 
path we trod on earth. Surely, we shall remember 
all we have gone through, and often pour out our 
praises in the spirit of the hymn which says — 

' Free at last from aU temptation. 
No more need of watchful care ; 
Joyful in complete salvation, 
Given the victor's crown to wear. 

* Home, sweet home, our home for ever, 
Weary pilgrimages past; 
Welcomed home to wander never. 
Saved through Jesus, — ** Hume at last." ' 

" And in that sweet home, our highest bliss will 
be our fellowship with our dear Lord. Where He 
is, there we shall be also. Where He goes, we shall 
go. We shall see how He governs His great worlds. 
We shall, doubtless, see the wonders and glories of 
other spheres, and make the acquaintance of their 
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celestial inhabitants, and learn what special gift or 
privilege a bounteous God has bestowed upon each 
of them. And ever and anon we shall probably 
come upon things which we do not understand. 
And in these things we shall find more heavenly- 
joy; for our Lord, our Beloved for evermore, He 
who redeemed us, and who will love us to aU 
eternity, will always be at our side to explain away 
in heavenly wisdom all our perplexities. And His 
voice will be as heaven's music to us, and His 
loving and glorious countenance bent on us will fill 
us with sweetest rapture. In His dear presence 
everything else will be of only secondary considera- 
tion ; and we shall rejoice in Him with a fulness of 
joy, of which the truest and dearest love on earth 
is only a foretaste. 

"And what shall we do that all this may be 
ours ? Come to the Lord now, and say from inmost 
heart and soul, humbly and simply, without reserva- 
tion — 

"'A sinner. Lord, without excuse, I fall at Thy 
feet, trusting in Thine own word of comfort which 
says. Him that cometh to Me I will IN NO wise cast 
mty 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

• t^E WOULD SEE yESUS* 

Who wonders to hear that, after our winter of 
lectures upon ' our blessed hope/ as Christians, upon 
the coming and triumph of our Lord, upon the 
glorious kingdom which He shall one day set up 
upon this earth, and also upon the glory and hap- 
piness of which we shall be partakers with Him, 
— who wonders, I say, to hear that our hearts were 
often now in that kingdom of which we had heard 
so much, and with the dear Lord whom we had 
never seemed to know or love so well as now ? 

'Where your treasure is, there will your heart 
be also/ Our treasure was laid up above : — our 
hearts, we found, were following. We were in 
haste to get through this world, and to hear the 
King say, ' Come, ye blessed of My Father, inherit 
the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation 
of the world* (Matt. xxv. 34). 

But we had to restrain our impatience and our 
haste, and, by the help of our God, still to labour 
faithfully, and to bear patiently, and to ' follow on 
to know the Lord.' 
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And did we w)t * know the Lord ' ? Yes ; but 
by studying His wondrous Word, and by watching 
His many providences, and His love to us day by 
day and hour by hour, we might know Him far 
better yet. 

And what was our duty now ? and what, while 
this beautiful spiritual sunshine lasted, was also 
our pleasure ? To seek first the kingdom of God 
and His righteousness. In our daily life — in our 
prayers and in reading God's Word — in our work 
and in our pleasure — in our sickness and in our 
health — in times of sorrow and in times of joy — to 
seek first the kingdom of God, in obedience to the 
command of the Lord. And if we do this, what is 
the promise attached ? — ' All these things shall be 
added unto you/ What things ? AU we can have 
it in our hearts to wish for. 

•* The Father of thy Lord can grudge thee nought, 

The world for thee was bought ; 
And as this landscape broad — earth, sea, and sky — 

All centres in thine eye, 
So aU God does, if rightly understood, 

ShaU work thy final good." 

And we must seek this great kingdom in God's 
own and only appointed way. We must humble 
ourselves as little children, with simple joy and 
gratitude, and without a thought of pride, to depend, 
not upon ourselves, but upon the King Himself 
alone; and so depending we cannot fail, but an 



i6o * We would see Jesus.^ 

abundant entrance into the kingdom shall be 
ministered to us. 

The kingdom, then, is OURS ; hut only BY THE King- 
Only as Sis Bride can we reign with Him. 

Look at the words as they stand. How full of 
glorious meaning they are ! Is it not worth while 
even to give up this world and all in it for such a 
priceless reward ? Eemember Bunyan's parable of 
Passion and Patience. Passion would have all 
now, but Patience was willing to wait; and when 
the latter had come into his glory, and held in 
his hand treasures unfailing and unfading, the 
former, of all his delights, had nothing left but 
rags. 

And so it is with the man of the world and 
with the Christian. The former pours out his 
gilded treasures, aad rejoices over them, and withal 
laughs the latter to scorn. But the Christian's 
time is approaching ; and he knows it : and in the 
midst of the hurry and rush of the age, and while 
events, some glad, some sad, fly hourly past, he 
looks on unmoved. He is on his way to a land 
and a kingdom where all will be gladness. He 
will put up with storms and cold and emptiness 
now, for his heart is warmed and filled, and joyful 
with the assurance of his Lord — 

" To him that overcometh will I grant to sit 
with Me in My throne, even as I also overcame. 
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and am set down with My Father in His throne 
(Eev. iii 21). 



And do not think, reader, that Arthur and Jean, 
in their new-found happiness with each other, forgot 
all this. No ; steadily they went on, wrapt up in 
earnest and kind labours, seeking first the kingdom 
of God, and teaching others to seek it with them. 
• • • • • 

Old Giles stiU continued restless and uneasy, 
and very often murmured over to himself words 
which Arthur had marked for him in his Bible. 
The Word of God is quick and powerful, and sharper 
than any two-edged sword; and it had pierced his 
very' souL He had hoped that the wound which 
fretted him daily would heal ; but no, it widened 
and deepened; until even he began to see that 
no earthly power would avail to help him. 

One day, when I had gone to see him, he sud- 
denly, in the midst of what we were saying, held 
me out some money — 

"Take it, lad!" he exclaimed sharply. "Take 
it quickly! Give it to some poor creature who 
needs it. It is hard to give away my gold ; but we 
must seek first the kingdom of God. ... I have 
not forgotten the pearly gates, and the golden 
streets, and the walls inlaid with precious stones ! 
Oh that I were ready for such a place ! But I am 
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not! Pray for me, lad; pray for me. I am in 
great trouble of mind ; yet I wish — oh yes, God 
knows I wish — to seek His great kingdom first. 
Kneel down with me, lad ! Pray with me. Put 
words in my mouth." 

" Dear old friend," I said, as we knelt together, 
" say, — Blessed Lord Jesus, I have been a sinner all 
my life ; I freely acknowledge it ; but Thou didst 
die for sinners. Thov, didst die for me. Give me 
grace, and love, and gratitude to be ready to give 
up all for Thy dear sake — even all I am and 
have." 

" Ah, yes, yes ! " he muttered ; " I could say 
it — I would say it — if gold, accursed gold, did not 
bind me with such chains ! No, I can't pray, lad. 
You must pray for me. I try, and try, but my 
fetters are too strong for me yet ! " 

And I did pray for him then and there. And 
more, when I had finished, he began, with hands 
clasped tightly, yet trembling with agitation and 
eagerness, and with tears streaming from his aged 
eyes, to murmur broken words in prayer for him- 
self— 

" Yes," he said : — " God, Thou knowest. I am 
fast bound in misery and iron. But Thy Son, our 
Lord, died for all. Help me to give up my all, if 
Thou dost ask for it, even all my gold. I have no 
rest night nor day. Help me, O Lord ! But alas ! 
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Thou canst not hear my prayer. I am unworthy ; 
I worship my idol still. Oh, my gold, my gold! 
May I not keep it ? I am a poor, lone, old man, 
Lord, and my gold is my only comfort. I will give 
some to Thee, Lord. Have I not given Thee some 
this very day ? But oh forgive me. Lord ! I am 
a sinner. Forgive ! — Forgive ! " 

It was a strange prayer, but one which I never- 
theless rejoiced to hear, for it seemed to say that 
old Giles was at length, by God's help, breaking 
his chains. 

< 

Time passed on. 

Arthur and Jean were man and wife now ; and 
happier than it is given to many to be in this world. 

Caleb had had his bam converted into a per- 
manent mission-room ; and we all worked together 
in connection with it. 

And the motto for our new mission-room was 
the text — 

* We would see Jesus! 

The words, in simply-illuminated letters over the 
inner doorway as we entered, cheered our hearts 
every time we looked at them. 

* We would see Jesus.' It is what hundreds are 
saying, nowadays, in words, or in effect. And those 
who say it from their hearts do not concern or 
trouble themselves with the quarrels, or the differ- 
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ences, of this sect or that. Intolerance, that spirit 
of evil rising up ever and anon amongst us, does 
not trouble them. They do not say, I am of Paul, 
or Apollos, or Cephas, but of Christ. We seek to 
be the Lord Christ's. * We would see Jesus/ 

'Come!' says the Word. Whither? Not to 
this church, or to that ; or to, this sacrament, or the 
other, but to Jesus, 

Do you ask why you should come ? It is your 
duty. Your Maker commands it. You can only 
refuse to obey Him at your peril. Come, then ; it 
is your happiness ; it is your safety. Come ! And 
say with the happiest people in the whole wide 
world, *We would see Jesus.' 

* We would see Jesus * — for the shadows lengthen 

Across this little landscape of our life ; 
*We would see Jesus' — our weak faith to strengthen 

For the last weariness, the final strife. 

*We would see Jesus' — the great rock foundation 

Whereon our feet are set by sovereign grace. 
Nor life, nor death, with all their agitation, 
ShaU thence remove us, if we see His face. 

And Christians should not only strive constantly, 
by faith, to see their Lord and Saviour and King, 
but also to show forth His glory in all they do ; to 
exalt Him wherever they go ; to prove to all around, 
by their Christ-like lives, whose they are and whom 
they serve. 

And so living, and so acting, life will grow daily 
sweeter and purer and holier, for to live will be 
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Christ, as it was with the Apostle ; and all the good 
and pleasant things of this world will be but as a 
bright and beautiful setting, in which the souls who 

love Him will see their Lord. 

• • • • • 

"I don't like to look forward to old age and 
childishness," said Simeon Isroch to Caleb in my 
hearing. " I can't bear to think of the time when 
I shall be only a cumberer of the ground, and then 
presently take iU and die. Death ain't a pleasant 
subject to come across a man's mind, Master Poland, 
look at it how you will." 

Caleb glanced up, he was sitting in his doorway, a 
smile on his face, a happy light in his eye. 

" No," he answered, " I agree with you, Simeon ; 
but do not look at death at all then. Look at the 
Lord Jesus, who has conquered death. Don't look 
at anything that troubles you, but straight away 

from it to the dear Saviour. 

• • • • • 

" Is it right to go to church ? " asked one of 
Caleb ; " or to chapel ? or to the room ? " 

" Gro," replied the old man, " to the place where you 
hear and see most of Jesics — of His life and death, 
of His glorious resurrection and ascension, of His 
coming again to take His people to Himself, of His 
grand and lasting triumph, of His kingdom which 
shall never be moved. Go where you hear the 
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Gospel taught in its simplicity. But do not run 
hither and thither: join some church, for that is 
order. And when you have joined one, do not 
directly begin to look upon all others as in the 
wrong. Be tolerant. Where the Spirit of the 
Lord is there is liberty ; and ihe Utter kUlethy but 
the Spirit giveth life. And ' foolish and unlearned 
questions avoid,' says St. Paul, ' knowing that they 
do gender strifes.' The true Christian has neither 
time nor inclination for contention about mere 
differences of light and learning. He reads his 
Bible to find out all he can about his Lord, not to 
minister to useless * questions.' He prays fervently 
that many souls may be won, not to this party or 
to that, but to the Saviour. He pleads constantly, 
with single eye and aim, for an outpouring of the 
Spirit upon his own soul, that he may, in irresistible, 
heavenly power and might, draw and persuade many 
poor erring ones to enter the kingdom (invisible as 
yet), before the door of grace and mercy is shut. 
How much do Christians of this sort care for differ- 
ences of sect ? Simply nothing. Their eyes are 
fixed alone on Jesus ; they are waiting and watch- 
ing, and working and longing for Him continually ; 
and the jar and discord of the wearisome strife of 
words for ever going on around is scarcely heard 
by them." 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

PRAYER AND PRAISE. 

And now, does the reader suppose that all went 
smoothly with Arthur and Jean? No; in this 
changing world things never go smoothly long, and 
it is well for us that they do not. We should forget 
our Lord and the kingdom, else — His kingdom and 
ours! Sweet thought! We should set our affec- 
tions on these perishable joys below, and our souls 
would be dead to the glory that is coming. 

Only a few months after his marriage, Arthur, 
through heavy and sudden losses, found himself in- 
volved in serious difficulties. He was anxious, and 
Jean was anxious. Would it come to a failure ? 
Would not a failure bring discredit upon the name 
of Christian? Arthur feared so, and went about 
with a face full of trouble and sadness. 

" My son," said old Caleb, " you have done much 
for the Lord, and He has been pleased to bless your 
labours with great success ; many souls will here- 
after call you their father in Christ. And now it 
may be that the same all- wise Lord God sees that 
you are in danger of being exalted above measure, 
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as was St. Paul himself before you. And if a mes- 
senger of Satan should be sent to buffet you, if a 
thorn in the flesh should be given you, should you not 
strive to receive it with meekness and patience, and in 
prayer and faith, as St. Paul received his, hnowing that 
it will eventually bring you a blessing from God ? " 
• • • • • 

The dreaded time came. Arthur could not meet 
his debts, and failed. , He had been comparatively 
rich; now he was poor. He felt the blow keenly, 
though he strove to remember that his Lord's hand 
was — must have been — in alL 

Jean was his faithful and loving comforter ; old 
Caleb prayed with him constantly; we all prayed 
with him, and for him. He had greatly endeared 
himself to us, and we grieved to see his weary face 
and troubled looks, and to miss his happy, cheerful 
smile. He was but a young untried Christian ; he 
could not yet smile in the midst of sorrow; and, 
moreover, 'no affliction for the present seemeth 
joyous, but grievous.' 

He had had to give up the pretty house to which 
he had brought his bride so short a time before, and 
that was another ever-present and keen humiliation. 

" I can see that I have had a good deal of pride 
in my heart, Jean," he said sadly, as they and I sat 
together in the poor, half-furnished cottage, which 
was their home now. "I see, too, that I did not 
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enough remember who gave me all my blessings. 
I am justly punished." 

"Do not say 'punished, Arthur dear," returned 
Jean. "All comes from the Lord's hand in love. 
And perhaps He has taken away our good things 
only for a little while, to teach us patience and sub- 
mission, and to lead us to come to Him oftener in 
prayer." 

"Ah," said Arthur wearily, "I haven't prayed 
to Him enough, Jean. I have worked, but very 
often I did not much care to pray." 

And softly Jean murmured in reply-^ 

"When prayer delights thee least, then learn to say, 
Soul, now is greatest need that thou shouldst pray." 

"True," rejoined her husband. "And Scripture 
bids us to be praying always ; and it is easy to see 
how a Christian's heart may ever be full of prayer 
to his great Father, upon whom he depends for 
each moment's help and comfort and keeping. 
And we are told also to be 'instant in prayer;' 
and that * whatsoever we ask believing we shall 
receive.' I recognised all these truths, do you see, 
Jean ? but I did not realise them ; they were dead, 
instead of living, truths to me." 

He paused. 

« But now ? " I said gently. " Now, Arthur ? *' 

" Now," he answered, drawing a long breath, and 
seeming to rouse himself, " I say — 
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* Sweet hour of prayer I sweet hour of prayer 1 
That calls me from a world of care, 
And bids me at my Father's throne 
Make all my wants and wishes known.' 

« Sing it, Jean." 

She did so, in a voice full of feeling and tender- 
ness, cheering poor Arthur with every line. As she 
finished, Caleb entered. 

" Yes," he said presently, on learning the subject 
of our conversation. " ' Mark the hour, and turn 
this way.' It will not do to neglect prayer. It is 
the Christian's 'vital breath;' it is his means of 
access to his Lord. But a man must feel his need, 
before he will pray the effectual fervent prayer that 
availeth much. When we own a want, then we 
know how to lay it before God. Ah, how we 
should bless Him for prayer ! No form, no routine 
of mere duty, is this dear privilege to the Christian. 
He loves to steal away from his fellow-men, and 
to have a little time alone with his Lord. 'He 
kneels, how weak ! ' But he rises full of power. 
He commits all his weariness — every diflBLculty, 
every doubt, every danger — to his God. He strives 
also to pray unselfish prayers, remembering all 
around him, far and near, especially the uncon- 
verted. He prays for an Jutpouring of the Spirit 
upon all those whom he loves, and upon all the 
world. And he asks again and again — ^how can he 
help doing so? — that his Lord may hasten His 
coming ; for he knows that then, and then only, all 
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the sorrows whicli burden the earth now will be 
cast out for ever. 

" The worldly man, meanwhile, simply wonders at 
the Christian — wonders what he can find to pray 
about so often, and thinks it mere rhapsody whey 
he hears him say— 

' The lowliest spot whence I can pray to Thee, 
My Lord, my Light, is worth all eajrth to me.' 

But the Christian heeds not the wonder of the 
world ; he goes on praying ; in his constant peti- 
tions drawing nearer and ever nearer to the Lord 
whom he loves. And if he were all he prays to be, 
he would be a blessed and happy soul indeed. But 
this is one of his many petitions — 

* Help us, this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray,' 

He is ever trying to reach the standard which his 
Lord has set up ; and he knows, too, that while he 
prays he has need also of patience — of patience to 
wait for the answers to his prayers ; for in His own 
good time the Lord will fulfil all the Christian's 
petitions. Not one will be left out. He will 
answer every single prayer that His saints have ever 
prayed. Therefore — 

* Pray ; though the gift you ask for 

May never comfort your fears, 
May never repay your pleading. 

Yet pray, and with hopeful tears. 
An answer, not that you long for, 

But diviner, wiU come one day ; 
Your eyes are too dim to see it, 

Yet strive, and wait, and pray.' " 
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Old Caleb had gone on, as he did in his lectures, 
slowly and steadily and thoughtfully, and we had 
not cared to interrupt him ; but now I said— 

"Caleb, a man said to me yesterday — I was 
speaking to him about prayer — ' I can't pray. My 
soul is cold and dull and dead ; I don't even know 
what to pray for ; I can't wish for anything enough 
to pray for it.' " 

" Poor soul ! " returned Caleb. " What did you 
say to him, John ? " 

« I asked him if he had everything he wanted 
in this world, and if he felt safe for the world to 
come; if the Saviour were his, and hopes — nay, 
blessed and repeated assurances — of heaven and 
glory were his ? He answered, ' No/ Upon which 
Granville Hughes, who was with me, said, .* Then 
you have enough to pray for, my friend.' " 

" Yes ! " rejoined Caleb. "And you should have 
bidden him, when he felt cold and dead, to drag 
himself again and again to his knees, and to say, 
* Lord, help me ! Warm my cold, hard heart into 
life, for Jesus' sake.* " 

We were silent for a few moments. Arthur was 
the next to speak. 

" Tell me a little more about 'patience' " he said. 
" It is patience I need. Wait is a hard word to me. 
I do not know how to go on quietly and trust- 
ingly day by day, enduring unto the end. I do 
not know how to bear patiently ' His mild yoke ; ' 
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and so by bearing, by standing and waiting, to serve 
Him best." 

"Pray, pray continually," was the old man's 
answer ; and then he added — 

" * God gives patience, love learns strength, 
And faith remembers promise, 
And hope itself can smile at length 
On other hopes gone from us.' 

We must ^follow after patience;' we must let it 
have its perfect work. It is good for a man to 
hope, and quietly wait for^ the salvation of the 
Lord. You are in trouble now, dear lad; but 
remember that tribulation worketh patience, Eun 
then with patience the race that is set before you, 
listening the while to the exhortation which speaketh 
imto each of us as unto children — ' My son, despise 
not thou the chastening of the Lord, nor faint when 
thou art rebuked of Him ; for whom the Lord loveth 
He chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom He 
receiveth.* . . . And we are bidden also to bring 
forth fruit with patience ; and it is through faith and 
patience that we inherit the promises." 

And now, as her grandfather paused, Jean sang 
in a low, gentle voice — 

** Withont murmur, uncomplaining, 

Follow on I foUow on ! 
Saying, * Whatsoe'er God doeth 

Is weU done ! is well done ! ' 
Wear to-day thy cross of sorrow, 
Wear thy crown of life to-morrow ; 

Sing, while calmly holding still, 

•Tis His will! 'tis His wiU!" 
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" Thank you, dear Jean," said Arthur, when she 
had finished, " Patience is a great thing, and a 
sweet and blessed thing." 

" One other thought that may help your patience, 
my son," put in old Caleb again : " Sufficient unto 
the day is the evil thereof. Do not trouble your- 
self over much about to-morrow. Pray earnestly 
against the spirit of over-carefulness. 

* Our hearts are weak, the years are long, 
We could not bear the whole of life ; 
God has not made our harness strong 
For more than one day's watch and strife.'" 

" One day at a time ! " exclaimed Arthur, with a 
spring of recovered gladness in his voice. " How 
foolish I have been ! Of course, one day at a time 
is all I have to think of ! Thank you, dear father 1 " 
He often called Caleb 'father' now. "Patience 
then, and one day at a time ! " And here he looked 
at his wife and smiled. " I think I can see the 
sunshine again, Jean." 

And she answered his glance, smiling also, as she 
said, " So can I." 

• • • • • 

Many weeks went by. And, little by little, sor- 
row was turned into joy, and night into morning. 

" The Lord killeth, and maketh alive," sang joyful 
Hannah of old. " He bringeth down to the grave, 
and bringeth up. The Lord maketh poor, and maketh 
rich ; he bringeth low, and lifteth up." 

Arthur and Jean had had their faith and their 
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patience and pray ei fulness exercised, and now came 
days of gladness once more, and they changed their 
theme as entirely as the 'sweet singer of Israel' 
often changes his. It was not now, ' My feet were 
almost gone: my steps had well nigh slipped;' 
but, * Bless the Lord, my soul, and forget not all 
His benefits.' 

Arthur found that, after all, he was not so poor 
as he had feared he would be. He had failed, and 
he had felt the shame keenly, nay, he still felt it ; 
but his business bade fair to prosper : many a friend 
had lent him a helping hand, and he hoped very 
soon honourably to pay off all his debts. 

More weeks and months passed away, and at 
length a little child was given to him and Jean — 
a little son. How the young parents rejoiced over 
him! And how they blessed the Lord who had 
given them such comfort in their trouble ! 

It was a Sabbath afternoon in autumn. Jean 
sat by the window with her baby-son. Arthur 
was beside her. Caleb was there also, and Charlee, 
and I. We had been conversing together on the 
subject of praise. We were, in fact, holding a little 
praise-meeting — as I daresay many would have 
called it — aU to ourselves. 

The window was open, for the day was warm. 
A peaceful Sabbath stillness seemed brooding over 
everything. In the garden, autumn browns and 
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yellows and a sprinkling of red began to prevail 
over the fading greens, though there were still 
bright mosses and lichens in quaint vivid patches 
on the old walls and tree trunks. 

We were quiet for a moment. 

I was watching the expression of Jean's face as 
she gazed down at her infant son. How happy 
was Jean now ! I could imagine a little how the 
contrast would appear to her, as she looked backward 
through her life and in thought placed the past side 
by side with the present. 

I could remember the time, such a short time ago 
it seemed, when her heart had been full of real and 
deep and true, but nevertheless hopeless, affection 
for Arthur. Hopeless, because in his heart the 
image of another was enshrined. But what changes 
had come about since then! Arthur was a new 
man now, with higher aims and hopes, and sweeter, 
holier joys than he could have conceived of in times 
gone by. Kose Shelboume, whom he had loved, was 
no longer an inhabitant of this world, but was doubt- 
less singing her song of praise for past deliverance, 
while she waited, as we did, for the time, the happy 
and glorious time, when her Lord and ours should 
come to earth, to take to Himself His great power, 
and reign. 

And Jean ? Jean was now the happy wife of the 
man to whom she had given her heart, and the 
mother of his child. And do you not think that 
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she was praising God in her heart as she sat 
there ? 

Presently she glanced up — 

"Grandfather, dear! tell us of something for 
which you yourself praise God." 

Her voice was low and gentle, for fear of waking 
her sleeping baby. Old Caleb's was as gentle as he 
answered her, in the words of another — 

" I thank Thee, Lord, that here our souls. 

Though amply blest. 
Can never find, although ^they seek, 

A perfect rest — 
Nor ever shall, until they lean 

On Jesu's breast." 

There was silence again, which Charlee broke, 
reading i Peter ii. 9 : — 

" ' Show forth the praise of Him, who hath called 
you out of darkness into His marvellous light/ " 

It was a verse which imloosed old Caleb's tongue. 

" Ah ! " he said, with deep, reverent earnestness, 
•' that is what we should praise our God for. 

* Praise, my soul, the God that sought thee, 

Wretched wanderer, far astray ; 
Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee 

From the paths of death away : 
Praise, with love's devoutest feeling. 

Him who saw thy guilt-bom fear, 
And, the light of hope revealing, 

Bade the blood-stained cross appear.' 

Hour by hour, and day by day, the Christian's heart 
should be as full of praise as prayer. He thanks 
his God for new mercies every morning. He watches 
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for his mercies, they are sure to come, and he 
blesses the Lord for them the moment they appear. 
How much he finds to be thankful for ! And be 
sure that those who in their joys remember in praise 
and thanksgiving the great Author and Giver of all 
that is good, shall have still more for which to 
thank Him. 

" * Where are the nine ? ' asked the Saviour, when 
the Samaritan was the only one of the ten lepers 
who returned to give thanks. * There are not found 
that returned to give glory to God save this stranger.' 

"'Praise is comely for the upright/ says the 
Psalmist ; and, * Whoso offereth praise glorifieth me.' 

"And should not we who are Christians praise 
and thank the Lord much more frequently than we 
do ? How much freer from danger and misfortune, 
how much happier, how much more blessed are we 
than we deserve to be ! And our praise should rise 
even in our sorrows, for they are but blessings in 
disguise. We should * thank God always for all 
things.' And above all, we should thank Him for 
that great and wondrous hope which is ours, the 
Christian's hope, which is the sweetest thing in all 
the universe to him, the thought of which makes 
him cry out again and again — 

" * Thanks le unto God for His unspeakahle 

gift!''' 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

FALLING, AND RISING AGAIN. 

Happy and busy though we generally were, there 
were times, and all Christians will understand this, 
when we turned cold and indifferent, and when the 
things of heaven seemed almost distasteful to us. 
And then we mourned over our degeneracy, and 
wondered what it could mean, and what would 
come of it. 

Such a time had come to more than one of us 
now. 

" It is but reaction, dear boy," said old Caleb, 
as I was talking the matter over with him ; " the 
reaction of our poor fallen nature. Do you suppose 
that there is a Christian in the world who has not 
felt the same ? Do not scold yourselves then, or 
wonder, or fret; but take this trouble, as well as 
every other, to Jesus, and say, * Lord, keep me : I 
cannot keep myself.' " 

But what, I could not help asking myself, was 
the cause of this spiritual deadness which oppressed 
us — Arthur and Jean and I, and even, though 
in a less degree, little Charlee ? Where was our 
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energy of former times ? What had become of the 
spirit of love and labour which had influenced us ? 
Jean was wrapped up, apparently, in her husband 
and her little child. Arthur thought of his busi- 
ness. And I — I shame to own that many of my 
old regrets, concerning my isolated life, so destitute 
of the hopes which give animation and brightness 
to the lives of other men, had returned. And I 
often now felt inclined to complain of my lot as a 
hard one. But surely it would not be always so ! 
Surely my ungrateful heart would, by and by, turn 
to look at its mercies again, and I should be con- 
tented and happy once more ! 

• • • • • 

It was winter time. Snow lay on the ground, 
the trees were bare, the birds were silent, all nature 
appeared asleep. 

But she was not asleep, only waiting ; and soon 
she would shake off her white mantle, and put 
forth her leaves, and pour out her songs, and shine 
in all her beauty and gladness again. 

And would it be so with us ? And were our 
JiearU awake, and listening for the still small voice 
of the Spirit of God that should call us to arise and 
labour in our Father's vineyard as heretofore ? 

If I had put these questions to Arthur, he 
would have frowned and answered impatiently; if 
to Jean, she would perhaps have sighed; if to 
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Charlee, she would have been anxious and con- 
cerned. Old Caleb had put them, or questions some- 
thing like them, to me ; and I had straightway gone 
off into a long train of thought 

Those great and glorious hopes of which we had 
talked so much awhile ago — had! they changed? 
No ; they could not change, for they were from the 
immutable God. But surely we had lowered our 
gaze, from heavenly down to earthly hopes ! Our 
high destiny and heavenly inheritance — had the 
promise of it been withdrawn ? No ; but we had 
ceased to regard it. The dear Lord who was ours 
for ever — had He given up His tender care of us 
even for a moment ? No ; He is the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever. He, then, had not forgotten 
us, but it seemed that we did not remember Him. 

And if He saw us always, if no moment escaped 
His loving gaze, He saw now how blind and en- 
grossed we were growing ; and in His wisdom and 
mercy He would soon rouse and awaken us, lest we 
should perish. Some so-caUed trouble or misfortune 
would come to us perhaps, unless we were wise in 
time, and turned to Him, and besought Him for a 
fresh and strong outpouring of His Spirit again. 

" If ye then, being evil," says the Saviour, " know 
how to give good gifts unto your chUdren, how much 
more shall your heavenly Father give the Holy 
Spirit to them that ask Him ? " (Luke xi. 1 3.) 
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The Holy Spirit, then, is the best and greatest 
gift "which our heavenly Father can bestow upon us. 
If we who are evil still love to give our children 
good things, how much more shall our Father above 
love to give us, His children, of His Holy Spirit ? 

Having this heavenly gift we have all others, for 
they are all wrapt up in it — all peace, all happiness, 
all joy and love, all faith and power. Having this 
gentle and wise Spirit in our hearts, we shall see 
our way, notwithstanding all intervening obstacles, 
straight into the kingdom. It is the Holy Spirit of 
our God *who openeth the blind eyes,' and who 
makes us to understand all things, even the deep 
things of God. In old times when the Spirit of the 
Lord came upon a man he did something marvel- 
lous ; witness the acts of Gideon, of Samson, of Saul, 
and of David, amongst many others. And so now 
if by continued prayer we obtained a large measure 
of the Spirit, we too should work wonders — wonders 
of which at present we did not even dream. 

But without this blessed Spirit, and without the 
cleansing of the blood of Jesus, without belief in Him 
and His forgiveness, we could only say, as Isaiah 
did, ' Woe is me ! for I am undone ; because I 
am a man of unclean lips.' 

But when the Lord says, * Lo, this hath touched 
thy lips,' My sacrifice hath availed for you, My 
Spirit shall henceforth dwell within you and bear 
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witness with your spirit, then we may boldly say, 
in answer to the Lord's question, 'Whom shall I 
send, and who will go for us ? ' — * Here am I ; send 
me' (Isa. vi. 5, 8). 

And the Lord will send us, as He did Isaiah* 
not indeed with his message ; not, it may be, in his 
power; but still we shall be sent on our Father's 
business, and if we pray that His Spirit may abide 
with us, and guide us continually, we shall be en- 
tirely successful. 

But was our Lord successful ? for we are told 
that ' God gave riot the Spirit by measure unto Sim' 
He was all holy, just, and good. He went about 
doing good. He spent days and nights in loving 
labours for those around Him. He poured out His 
soul unto death. But was He successful? Yes. 
God gave not the Spirit Jy measure unto Him ; and 
with it He had all power in heaven and in earth. 
He died indeed ; but in His death He fulfilled the 
purpose for which He came into the world. He 
finished the work which His Father had given Him 
to do— a great, a wonderful, a solemn, a beautiful 
work; the greatest of which we human beings 
have ever heard, even the complete salvation of 
myriads of immortal souls. And these souls are 
not saved merely to mingle with the multitude of 
angels and ministering spirits around His throne, 
but to be gathered to Himself, to be made members 
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of an immortal body of which He shall be the 
Divine and loving Head. 

• • • • • 

The foregoing words are partly Caleb's, Arthur 
also had heard the sense of them, and had roused 
himself somewhat. 

He felt that his soul had loosened its once eager 
and rejoicing hold of the Christian's high privileges, 
that he had slackened his speed in the heavenly 
race, that his sword had fallen from his hand, and 
that he had grown negligent in the mysterious 
spiritual warfare which goes on day by day in the 
soul of every single Christian on earth. 

Owning aU this, he felt humbled and discon- 
tented and fretful. And what did he do ? What 
the Christian should never do. He did not put up 
fervent prayers for a new measure of the Holy 
Spirit, which would have 'raised him up' again, 
and made him * sit in heavenly places ' as before ; 
but he strove to rise up, and to go on his way in 
his own strengtL And who wonders next to hear, 
that therefore he made a great mistake. 

Jean was very anxious for him ; he appeared so 
full of thought and care, and he was always talking 
about 'winding himself up to a purpose.' What 
purpose ? His wife more than once asked the ques- 
tion without getting any satisfactory reply. 

At length all was disclosed. Without consulting 
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anybody Arthur had sold his business, realising by 
this means enough to pay all his debts and to 
have something remaining. This something would 
perhaps keep his wife and child a few years, and 
by that time, to use his own words, ' he trusted he 
should have found his place in the Lord's vineyard.' 
And as, according to Scripture, those who preach 
the Gospel have a right to live of the Gospel ; and 
as, moreover, the workman is worthy of his hire, so, 
Arthur reasoned, would he doubtless live in as 
much ease and comfort as should be good for him 
when he had once found his work. 

"And then I, too, will work wonders," he 
remarked to Jean, " as did the men of old of whom 
John was speaking a little while ago." 

Jean looked grave, as we all did, on hearing 
what he had done ; but for the present there was 
no gravity about Mm. 

" You doubt me ? " he said almost gaily. " Wait 
awhile, father, and Jean, and John, and see how 
victoriously I shall come off I The Lord always 
honours faith, does He not ? " 

" Yes," replied old Caleb seriously, " when it is real 
and true faith. But you must remember, my son, it 
is not as if the Lord had taken away your business, 
and so bidden you wait on Him in faith till He opened 
another door to you ; but you yourself have, so to 
speak, thrown away your living, have you not ? " 
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Arthur's confident smile faded slightly. 

"* Woe unto the foolish prophets, that follow their 
own spirit and have seen nothing ! ' " he quoted. 
"Is that what you are afraid of for me, father? 
But wait awhile, I say again ; don't be in such a 
hurry to condemn me." 

And we did not say any more. 

Many months passed. Arthur gave up his whole 
time to preaching the GospeL He held prayer- 
meetings and praise-meetings, and services of song, 
and conferences, and addresses, and lectures. No- 
thing seemed too much for him, and he lived in a 
whirl of spiritual excitement. 

He visited the sick also, and fed the hungry, and 
clothed the naked, dipping deeply, too deeply, into 
his small capital for these purposes, and seemingly 
quite forgetting that * if any provide not for his own, 
and specially for those of his own house, he hath 
denied the faith, and is worse than an infidel' 
(i Tim. V. 8). 

Little by little he was using all his available 
means ; and his earnings in the new field of labour 
which he had chosen were as yet but scanty ; and 
Caleb and I knew that if he should be suddenly 
snatched from us by death, his wife and child woidd 
be left destitute. 

But Jean was entirely carried away now by her 
husband's opinions ; and she could not see that, in 
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much that he did, he was simply tempting God. 
He was her idol in these days, and after the first 
surprise and anxiety she saw no fault in him. 

Soon another little son was given her, and 
Arthur and she rejoiced over the kind gift and 
blessed God for it. Yet it was, nevertheless, a 
gift which caused the yoimg parents added anxiety 
at times, though they would scarcely own as much 
even to each other. But their means were becom- 
ing more and more straitened, and if tlungs did not 
improve they would before long be living in absolute 
poverty. 

At last Arthur grew impatient and fretful again, 
and was always murmuring at the unfairness, and 
wilfulness, and proverbial blindness oi fortune. He 
railed, too, on his own blindness and foUy ; for he 
began to see that in some way or other he certainly 
had been foolish. And he further complained of 
God's dealings with him. Had the Lord forgotten 
to be gracious ? Had He in anger shut up His 
tender mercies ? Why should not he, Arthur Kings- 
ford, become rich and great and famous, as many 
others had done, in following the self-same path 
which he was now treading in such weariness and 
care ? Why did God keep him so poor ? 

Often and often he asked these questions, and 
colder and colder grew his heart meanwhile, until 

N 
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at length it seemed that his one thought from morn- 
ing till night was that of earning money. And he 
worked harder than ever with, as it appeared, this 
single object in view. 

It was evening. He was returning home tired 
and disheartened. He laboured, but his reward 
did not come, and in his secret soul he began to 
see that he was going away from instead of towards 
the light. 

Thin k ing such thoughts as these, and sighing as 
he thought, he passed slowly along, imder the scaf- 
folding of a large bmlding that was being repaired. 
Suddenly he heard a rolling, rushing soimd; he 
sprang forward, an instant too late. A portion of a 
wall had given way ; one of the large falling frag- 
ments had struck him on the head. He fell, and 

was raised, and borne away senseless. 

• • • • • 

The blow had caused concussion of the brain ; and 
Arthur was seriously iU for weeks. 

At last he began very gradually to improve. And 
once more the long weary days and nights of pain 
and weakness were over for him. 

As he slowly grew stronger we soon noticed that 
his wan coimtenance, though sorrowful still, had lost 
the look of anxiety which had marked it for so long. 
He was more peaceful, more at rest now. In his 
illness he had learnt the mistake that he had 
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made He had been depending upon himself alone, 
and had forgotten the Lord his Maker. 

His sorrow and repentance were earnest and sin- 
cere. He owned himself a lost and helpless sinner 
before a gracious and holy Lord God. No, not lost, 
for humbly he pleaded the Saviour's all-sufficient 
sacrifice as his only dependence. And often he 
murmured — 

" Bemember aU the dying pains 
My dear Bedeemer felt, 
And let His blood wash out my stains 
And answer for my guilt.'* 

And sometimes also he would say softly — and the 
words always brought the tears to Jean's eyes — 

" ' Let not them that trust in Thee, Lord God 
of hosts, be ashamed for my cause ; let not those 
that seek Thee be confounded through me, Lord 
God of Israel.' " 

He leaned on God now, as a child leans on its 
father. He knew that he was forgiven. Did not 
the loving Saviour lay down His life that sinners 
might be forgiven ? And if he owned himself a 
sinner, did not this blessed blood-bought forgiveness 
belong to him ? 

He had no doubts or fears to trouble him then. 
His soul was at peace, and he wished that it might 
please God now to take him away. He was tired 
of earth and its vanities and delusions. He did 
not forget poor Jean, his wife, who loved him so 
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clearly. But God would take care of her, and her 

two little sons would comfort her, and he himself 

would have passed away, never to mislead her, or 

to give her trouble any more. 

. • • • • 

It was growing dusk. Jean stood near the 
window of her cottage home, trjdng to hide the 
sorrowful tears that fell from her eyes, as she 
listened to Arthur, who was talking to Caleb and 
to Simeon Isroch of his eager wish * to depart and 
be with Christ, which is far better/ 

" But it may be," returned Caleb slowly, " that yoa 
are not to depart yet, my son. You may be allowed to 
remain, to do something more for your Lord yet." 

" Something to prove the reality of my repent- 
ance," and Arthur's voice was low. "But, ah! I 
am ashamed, I have fallen, and would fain go away 
and hide my head, and never be seen again. I 
who preached the preciousness of heavenly treasure, 
forgot it, and laboured eagerly as the professed 
worldling for earthly gold and silver. Yes, I have 
fallen, I can never respect myself again." 

Here Simeon Isroch put in a word — 

"Don't you be downhearted, Master Kingsford. 
Do you s'pose you are the only Christian that ever 
got a fall? I hope / am a Christian. I look to 
the Lord Jesus alone, and put not my trust, as the 
Prayer-book says, in anything that I do. And that 
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is what it is to be a Christian, as far as I know 
anything about it. I am a Christian then. But I 
got a fall yesterday, and though I was sorry enough 
about it, and prayed to the Lord to forgive me, the 
uncomfortable feeling ain't gone off yet. I thought 
I'd come and tell ye about it, for I knowed you was 
a good deal put out about yourself, and I thought 
that maybe the good God would let me have the 
pleasure of comforting ye a little." 

Arthur looked up languidly, and yet with in- 
terest : " Thank you, Simeon, that was very kind of 
you. Tell me about your fall." 

Well," began Simeon, with a certain reluctance, 
I was talking to a man who always makes me 
lose my temper, and presently he began to argefy 
on the subject of religion. I never will have any- 
thing to say to him about it, if I can help it ; but 
just then I forgot myself, and I went on talking 
and talking, and my temper was getting up every 
moment, till at last — I don't know what you'll all 
think of me — ^but I act'ally swore at the man! 
And then he went away laughing. And I heard 
him say, * There's your religion ! there's your model 
Christian ! ' And then in a minute I knowed that 
it was all a trap, set from the beginning, to catch 
me, and make game of me." 

"Ah!" said old Caleb presently, after we had 
made our several comments, " we shall have many 
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a fall, doubtless, between this and glory. Let him 
that thinketh he standeth take heed lest he fall 
We must expect falls, and be on our watch against 
them, and then we shall not have half so many. 
A just man falleth seven times, and riseth up again ; 
for, though he fall, he shall not be utterly cast 
down, for the Lord upholdeth him with His hand. 
We must be looking to the Lord every moment, 
and depending upon Him, and then He shall pluck 
our feet out of the net, and our besetting sins will 
not trip us up so often. We must feed our souls 
upon the Word of God, and then by His blessing 
they will grow strong ; and we must watch and 
pray continually, knowing the sleepless vigilance 
and cimning of our great enemy and his emissaries. 
We must not expect or look for real peace or rest 
here. A little brightness comes to cheer us, and 
then the clouds return again. We walk, and then 
we fall. We smile, and anon we weep. And so 
will it ever be, till we reach that land where all 
tears will be wiped away, and where we shall never 
stumble nor fall again. Help us, Lord our Grod ; 
hold us by Thy right hand. It is dark here, and 
we are often weary ; but do Thou help us to keep 
the eye of faith ever fixed on Thee, and Thy love^ 
and the glory that is coming." 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 

* works! 

Time passes, and God's children go on learning their 
lessons in His great school, the world — learning, 
learning, every day, sometimes by compulsion, some- 
times in gentle submission. And when we have 
learnt our last lesson we shall be taken in joy and 
gladness to our Father's home, there to rejoice in 
glorious liberty as the children of God for evermore. 

Arthur Kingsford, though I did not suspect it at 
the time, was now learning one of his last lessons 
on earth, and that was, as it seemed to me, how to 
work for God. 

* By the works of the law shall no flesh be justi- 
fied ' (Gal. ii. 1 6). We are not to work for justifica- 
tion then. And works are not necessary for salvation, 
else how was the thief on the cross saved ? 

' In Jesus Christ,' says the apostle, ' neither cir- 
cumcision availeth anything, nor uncircumcision ; 
but faith which worketh by love ' (Gal. v. 6). 

Arthur had thought much of all this lately, and 
sometimes he felt comforted, and at others depressed. 
He was, apparently, almost as well as usual again 
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now ; and he was ready to work ; but he complained 
that he could not see his way, nor what it was best 
for him to do. 

• • • • • 

It was a summer afternoon — a sad afternoon to 
those inclined to sadness, for a soft, steady rain 
was falling, and great drops, like big tears, weighed 
down all the flowers, and loaded the yet unmown 
grass of the meadows. 

I was on my way to see poor old Giles. 

I foimd him, not sitting as usual by his fireless 
hearth, but pacing up and down the imeven floor 
of his miserable dwelling, seemingly in great excite- 
ment. He ran up to me, as I entered, and snatched 
at my hand : " Thank God that you have come, lad ! 
Yes, thank God! for my resolution cannot stand 
alone. Help me to break my chains ! Help me to 
get free ! Help me, I say ! " And he pointed half 
frantically to the stones of his hearth, beneath which, 
as I knew, his hoarded treasure lay hid. " Take it ! 
Yes, take it all away ! It has done me no good ! 
It has bound me hand and foot ! I can trust you to 
spend it for God ? He will be pleased with me then ; 
— don't you think He will, lad, eh ? " And he peered 
into my face as he spoke with painful eagerness. 

" WiU you give your money to God because you 
love Him, Giles ? " I asked gently. 

" Love Him ! " echoed the old man in a peevish, 
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uncertain tone. " How can I tell ? What can a poor, 
miserable, old man like me know about love ? No ; 
I fear this great God, for I know that He will one 
day punish me for my greed of gold. But take it ! 
Take every single coin, and leave me to starve! 
That shall be my penance." 

" Poor old friend ! " I said, laying my hand on his 
arm. "God does not wish you to starve. Do you think 
that a God who is love itself, would take any pleasure 
in your pain ? And He does not want your gold, 
but He says, ' My son, give me thine heart! " 

"My heart!" echoed Giles once more. "My 
withered heart 1 No, I will not give that which is 
worth nothing ; — I will give my gold, my precious 
gold ! " 

And with a sort of half groan, as if his deter- 
mination were already beginning to fail, he advanced 
quickly to his hearth, and stooping down he raked 
out the black boulders with hasty and trembling 
fingers, and soon his treasure was disclosed to view. 

A heap of shining coin ! And, comparatively, only 
a small heap ! Yet what passion had been spent upon 
it ! What an amoimt of life and energy had been 
wasted in its accumulation ! And what could it give 
in return, to reward the poor old man who hung over 
it with imequivocal groans and sighs now, as linger- 
ingly, and then again with wHd haste, he gathered 
it into a bag, which he finally put into my hands. 
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Many plans had been flying through my mind while 
Giles was at his work. When he had finished, even 
to the replacing of the boulders as before, I said — 
" You have given me your all, Giles. Now give your- 
self with it. Come, and let me take care of you from 
this time. I will be a son to you ; and you shall be 
a father to me. Come, and live with me." 

" By and by," he answered, with a plaintive, far- 
away tone in his voice that touched me strangely — 
" by and by. I must finish my penance first ; and 
then I will come to you to die. No, I haven't 
given you my all, lad. There is more gold coming 
to me yet ; more gold ! more gold ! I must gather 
it all together for God, and then He will forgive me, 
and I shall die in peace." 

** But He will not forgive you for gold, Giles ! '' 
I exclaimed quickly. " You cannot buy forgiveness* 
and justification, and the great kingdom, and ever- 
lasting love, for gold ! Salvation is God's free gift. 
Take it as such, and so please and honour Him." 

"I cannot, I teU you!" rejoined Giles almost 
passionately. " Go away, I say, and do not trouble 
me any more. Go, and give that bag of gold to 
young Kingsford to be spent upon the Lord's work. 
And he is to live off it while it lasts, mind you. 
And then I mill hring him more. All that he wants 
for himself, and his wife, and his two children, he 
must have. Do you hear, lad ? " 
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Yes, I heard; and my heart was glad. Arthur 
need not be poor any more now. I was departing. 

"Good-bye, dear old Giles. You have done a 
great thing to-day, and God will not forget it. But 
yet He wants your heart before your money." 

"Good-bye, lad, good-bye." And the sound of 

the old man's voice recurred to me again and again, 

as I went on my way. There seemed to me to have 

been a sort of pitifulness in it, which even hurt me. 

• . • • • 

I found Arthur all alone, sitting by the fire with 
a book in his hand. He took my arm, and mada 
me sit down beside him. And then, in tones that 
I thought were painfully full of sorrow and regret, 
he began to read slowly — 

'* * Nothing but leaves ! The Spirit grieves 
Over a wasted life. 
Nothing but leaves ! Sad memory weaves 
No veil to hide the past. 

Ah, who shaU thus the Master meet 

Bearing but withered leaves? 
Ah, who shaU at the Saviour's feet, 
Before the awful judgment-seat 

Lay do^^ni for golden sheaves 
Nothing but leaves ! nothing but leaves ! ' 

" Oh, sad, sad ! " he went on mournfully, " when 
that great and glorious day comes, to have nothing 
to show to the Master in return for His great love, 
no token to present to the Saviour but * withered 
leaves ! ' " 

" And oh, sad, sad also ! " I said in my turn, 
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"when that day of days shall come, to have to show 
a holy Lord and Saviour many works, heaped up 
of self-righteoTisness, of pride, and cold-heartedness, 
which could not bow in the beautiful humility of 
love, and say — 

' Nothing good have I 

Whereby Thy grace to claim — 
1*11 wash my garments white 
In the blood of Calvary's Lamb.' 

A pride which would not own that 

' Jesns paid it aU — 
All to Him we owe ; 
Sin had left a crimson stain ; 
He washed it white as snow.' 

A pride which surely came of Satan, and which strove 
continually to show that it could do something 
worthy the acceptance of the great God of heaven. 
You have been saved from this, dear Arthur. Yet 
you have won many precious souls, and God is not 
imrighteous to forget your labours for Him, though 
you do not regard them ; and because of those whom 
by His blessing you have turned to Him, His gra- 
cious word, which can never fail, declares that you 
shall one day shine as the stars for ever and ever." 
He smiled, but still sadly. " Yes," he said, but 
I found that he was not answering my last words. 
" He saved me from that, and I bless and thank 
Him for it ! He stopped me before I had gone too 
far. And now I must begin again. Pray for me, 
John, that I may work in the right way this time. 
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I love my Lord ; and I love the souls of my fellow- 
men; and I want to go out now, please God, and 
sow the good seed beside all waters. I want to 
be one of the Lord's witnesses, one of those who 
are helping, with all their strength, to gather out 
a people prepared for the Lord, to gather them 
every one before He comes." 

There was a pause ; and then we talked a little 
about ways and means. And presently I said — 

" If only you had plenty of money, Arthur, what 
use you could make of it just now ! " 

" Yes," he returned, carelessly enough, however. 
" Money is a great moving power, now-a-days. But 
God has the disposing of it alL He can give me some, 
if He sees fit, and that ought to be enough for me." 

" I think He does see fit," I rejoined ; and there 
was sometliing in my voice which made Arthur 
glance up. And then I took out the bag of money, 
which I had till now contrived to keep concealed, 
and I explained how I had become possessed of it. 
And while I spoke Arthur's face changed from 
amazement to doubt, and from doubt to wondering 
gratitude and pleasure, and from pleasure finally 
coming back to dubiousness again. 

" I can't take it, John." 

" Why not ? '•' 

" I must see him — poor old man ! What have 
I to do with his savings I I must trust to God. 



200 * Works* 

He will give me all I need. But if Giles likes to 
put a few pounds into my hands to spend for the 
poor, I shall be very glad. Tis hard to go amongst 
them without money. But I must see him. Sup- 
pose we go at once, John ? " 

He talked fast, and was growing excited. He 
would never again be quite so strong as he had 
been before his accident, and excitement was 
especially to be guarded against. Therefore I said 
little, and agreed to accompany him without delay 
to Giles' cottage. 

I locked up the bag of money — was it not in my 
charge ? — and we set out. Not for a moment did I 
wish that old Giles should be persuaded to take his 
gold again, to be a trap and a snare to him anew, 
but at present I did not say so to Arthur. 

It rained still ; the soft drops seemed to soothe 
and refresh him. 

We reached the dilapidated hovel, for it was no 
more, but found it empty. "We called, but no voice 
answered us. Where could Giles be? It was an 
unheard-of thing that he should go out, leaving his 
door unfastened. 

While I wondered, Arthur glanced round the 
place, and soon descried a crumpled note sticking 
up among the boulders of the hearth. 

And this note was addressed in a cramped, 
crabbed, almost illegible hand to — " John Fcdhner!^ 
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Quickly I opened, and read it. . . . Giles was 
gone, it said — gone to get together the remainder 
of his gold. 

" And then I'll come back, my lad," Arthur read 
over my shoulder. " Come back to you. But take 
care of my poor old place. It is a good thing that 
folks are silly enough to fancy it haunted. (But IVe 
done with spirit-rapping, mind !) I daresay nobody 
will come near it but you. However, lock the 
door, and don't give any mischievous imps of 
children the chance of scrambling in and out. God 
bless you. Pray for poor old Giles. Use every 
sovereign of the money freely, and as I bade you, 
if you wish to please me. Eemember I have 
more. — Giles." 

• • • • • 

And now, strangely enough, we all seemed to 
awake as to new life again. We could have no 
further scruples about using the money, or part of 
it, at any rate. And we did use it. We made 
every penny go as far as it would go. And we 
worked all together, as we had ever done, pouring 
out our labours before the Lord for love, and, as we 
trusted, for love aloue. Love to God, love and 
earnest yearning for souls, precious * souls of men.' 

And what an all-powerful motive is love ! No- 
thing is too difficult for it ; each task is joy. It 
never complains ; it never says — I have done 
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enough. It thirsts to do ever more and more. 
It is ever on the alert ; no chance of serving the 
beloved object escapes it. It seeks no reward ; and 
when it has done all, it says in simplest humility — 

* I am an unprofitable servant ; I have but done 
that which it was my duty to do.' 

And it is with this same strong love that the 
Lord bids us work for Him. 

Only the true Christian can possibly have it — 
this beautiful love and humility mingled. Only the 
true Christian can say from his heart — 

" Lord, Thou knowest all things : Thou knowest 
that I love Thee.'' 

Only the true Christian can sing in his soul — 

*^Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands ; 
Gould my zeal no respite know. 
Could my tears for ever flow — 
All for sin could not atone — 
Thou mu9t save, and Thou dUmeJ** 

Only the true Christian can spend his life in 
* works,' and yet forget them aU, saying only to his 
fellow-Christians — 

"Eejoice in the Lord** (Phil. iii. i). 

** Who hath saved us, and called us with an holy 
calling, not according to our works, but according to 
His own purpose and grace, which was given us in 
Christ Jesus lefore the world began " (2 Tim. i 9). 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

THE DAILY CROSS. 

" If any man will come after Me," says the Saviour 
of the world, "let him deny himself, and take up 
his cross daily , and follow Me" (Luke ix. 23). 

Again and again the Evangelists record these 
words. And also we read : — 

" Whosoever doth not bear his cross, and come 
after Me, cannot he My disciple'* (Luke xiv. 27). 

And if nx)t the humble and teachable disciple of 
the Lord Jesus, what then ? Less, and worse, than 
nothing. For, for the disciples of the Lord, who 
are also His brethren, and 'heirs of God,' and 'joint- 
heirs with Christ,' there is reserved a kingdom, with 
His love, who made the worlds, and with glory and 
joy in His beloved presence for evermore. But for 
those who shun the offence, or the pain, or the weary 
burden of the daily cross, who follow their own plea- 
sure, and who in seeking to save their lives shall 
lose them, what is left but inevitable and endless 
banishment into the blackness of darkness for ever ? 

This is our time of probation. The loving God 
and Father who created us says to us in a thou- 
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sand different ways, and by cv thousand voices, 
*Seek ye My face/ And then He watches our 
hearts for the answer, * Thy face. Lord, will I seek/ 
But often we do not give this answer. We love 
the Lord, perhaps, though He may not exactly 
stand first with us. We are going our own chosen 
way, and looking at something down here, which 
the Lord sees will estrange us from Himself more and 
more, and by and by wile our hearts entirely away 
from ffim, if it is left to us. But, it is not left. No 
matter what the idol may be, if we are the beloved 
of the Lord, it is taken away ; and once more God 
says to us, " Seek ye My face, and ye shall live." 

But, now, what do we do ? We begin to fret 
because we have been crossed. We are not really 
willing to bear anything for our Lord, after all our 
professions. Neither, whatever we may say, do we 
believe His words. He says that His yoke is easy, 
and His burden light ; but we do not care to try it, 
to take it upon us willingly and joyfully, glad to be 
able to show our devotion to Him. For, if we truly 
love our Lord, we shall not look every day for our 
own trifling and transient enjoyment, but for the 
cross which He wishes us daily to take up. And, 
moreover, we shall not look even for this cross in 
sadness or sorrow, but in rapt and whole-hearted 
self- surrender and joy which cometh from heaven. 

And if we will thus serve God, giving Him our 
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whole soul's afifection, we shall find that He in His turn 
will give us all we need, and that our cross wiU be in- 
deed light, and that bearing it will bring us truest joy. 
"e/by in a cross ! " exclaims the world disdainfully 
(forgetting the words of an acknowledged oracle — 

** Fow, that choose not by the view. 
Chance as fair and choose as true '')• 

Daily-crossbearing has not, it is true, an attractive 
look on the face of it, but in reality it is the con- 
stant cause of such sweet peace and happiness as 
make earth the vestibule of heaven. 

And, another mysterious paradox of the faith, 
after all the true Christian does not hear his cross ! 
He gives it up to his Lord, who bears it for him. 

A so-called misfortune comes to him. He looks 
at it with a smile, and says to himself, * My Lord 
would not let real misfortune touch me, this is a 
blessing straight from Him ; I wiU honour Him by 
accepting it as such.' Or — 

A fear perhaps would enter his heart, but before 
it has assumed any definite form, it is given up for 
the Lord's sake ; for what need has the Christian to 
fear anything ? Or — 

A murmur, possibly, rises to his lips ; but it gets 
no further : he wiU not grieve and dishonour his 
Lord by uttering it. Or — 

A doubt comes, but that is given up also. A 
disappointment tries to wring his heart. A bereave- 
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ment threatens him; a thousand and one things 
present themselves before him to trouble him, but 
they cannot do so ; for, without pausing to consider 
them even, he takes them to the Lord and leaves 
them with Him ; or, if they will return, be but takes 
them again, and again, and again. 

And then, calm and free and happy in the con- 
sciousness of his Saviour's love and tenderest care the 
Christian goes on his way, his heart ever turning 
towards his Lord as a flower turns towards the sun, 

Arthur Kingsford had not got so far as this yet. 
He saw it only as a happy state to which he might 
one day attain. He strove, day by day, to give up 
all his eager wishes for the Saviour's sake ; he strove, 
but he could not do so. He was not satisfied with 
his uneventful daily life. He yearned for a wider 
field for his ardent labours. He longed to do some 
great thing for the Captain of his salvation. He 
would have liked, and basked in, fame and popularity, 
as a preacher of the GospeL He wished for wealth also, 
not so much that he might enjoy it, as that he might 
do much good with it, and moreover, be free from 
the leaden weight and cramping power of poverty. 

But his yearnings and longings were disappointed, 
and week after week he bore his cross, which was a 
heavy one because it was not borne willingly or 
cheerfully. 

Jean's face, too, was pale and sad and weary in 
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these days. She felt deeply for her husband ; and 
earnestly and continually she prayed that a path 
might be opened for him. 

Meanwhile he lived on the little that he would 
accept of the money that old Giles had left with 
me ; and he spent as much of it as I would give 
him upon the poor people of the village. 

Winter came, and one of his little sons died. 
This was a great blow both to him and Jean. Spring 
arrived, and a little daughter was bom to them. So 
a kind God ever tempers sorrow with joy. 

But now another stroke of trouble threatened 
Jean. Arthur had never wholly recovered from his 
accident, and about this time began to show decided 
signs of failing healtL There was a hectic flush on 
his cheek, , and he had a hacking cough, slight as 
yet, but continuous. And poor Jean trembled and 
wept, and feared and prayed. 

" One of God's plans is to teach us to do without 
everything but ffimself." She did not remember 
where she had seen the words, but they often came 
to her mind. Covid she do without her idolised hus- 
band, if her God should see fit to take him from her ? 
No, no ! 'She could not ! ' And she moaned and wept 
at the mere thought of such a terrible visitation. 

But she strove to appear cheerful before Arthur. 
It would not do to dishearten him. He did not 
know how ill he was. And he grew worse almost 
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every day. Ah, Jean could but see it; and the 
sight thrusting itself upon her, of him she so loved, 
fading so fast and so surely before her, was like a 
sword piercing to her very soul each time she looked. 

Once she had thought that she was willing to 
take up any cross which the Lord might in His 
wisdom give her to bear; but oh, she had not 
dreamed of such a one as this ! It was too heavy, 
she cried. She could not, could not bear it ! 

She told me many months later, how deep and 
dread her fears and her grief had been ; but at the 
time she appeared unwilling to receive any sym- 
pathy; and many a time when I would have talked 
with her, hoping to lighten, if only by a feather's 
weight, her heavy load of sorrow, she seemed so 
cold and hard that I could but leave her, could but 
hope and pray for her while I thought — 

*' Ooly the Lord can hear. 
Only the Lord can see ; 
The struggle within how dark and drear. 
Though quiet the outside be." 
• • • • • 

Old Giles' money was gradually wasting away, 
and we had not heard a word of or from him since 
his departure. But neither Jean nor Arthur thought 
of money now. It had at length dawned upon 
the latter, that he was hastening rapidly towards 
that land where we shaU need sordid gold no more, 
but in which we shall be our Father's children. 
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taking our every wish from His loving hand, without 
money and without price. 

The knowledge was pain and grief to him at first, 
so short-sighted and inconsistent are we all; and 
with his face buried in his hands, and with a ring 
of bitterness and rebellion in his voice, he would 
talk and argue with old Caleb, or with Jean, or my- 
self, as to the injustice^ though he did not actually 
use the word, of his dying so young and in the 
very midst of all the labour which he would fain 
have performed. 

I loved to hear Jean talk to him in return ; and 
I think so did he. Text after text, and hymn after 
hymn, she sought out fo^ her Arthur's comfort and 
consolation, and to silence his murmurings, and at 
least to bring to his mind submission. 

" Here is something nice, Arthur dear,'' said she 
one evening, as we were all sitting together, husband 
and wife, that is, and Caleb and I. And she began 
to read from a little pocket-book — 

" * Sorrow was not given us for sorrow* s sake, hut 
always and infallibly as a lesson to us^from which we 
are to learn somewhaty and which, the somewhat once 
learnt, ceases to he sorrow' " 

Arthur made no remark ; he was in a fractious 
mood to-night, seeming indeed •almost to disdain 
kind words. But gentle and loving Jean took no 
notice, only went on reading — a hymn this time. 
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*' Source of my life's refreshing springs. 

Whose presence in my heart sustains me. 
Thy love appoints me pleasant things, 
Thy mercy orders all that pains me. 

*' We need as much the cross we bear. 
As air we breathe, as light we see ! 
It draws us to Thy side in prayer ; 
It binds us to our rest in Thee/*' 

And next Caleb chose a few texts, and read them 
for himself and for us all. 

" * There came again and touched me one like the 
appearance of a man, and he strengthened me, and 
said, man greatly beloved, fear not: peace be 
unto thee, be strong, yea, be strong ' (Dan. x. 1 8, 

19). 

" * Why art thou cast down, my soul ? and why 

art thou disquieted within me ? Hope thou in God : 

for I shall yet praise ffim, who is the health of my 

countenance, and my God' (Psalm xlii 11). 

" * For if we be dead with Him, we shall also live 
with Him ; if we suffer, we shall also reign with 
Him'" (2 Tim. ii. 11, 12). 

Still Arthur made but little reply. And Caleb 
closed his Bible, and went on softly — 

"The way to the kingdom lies through much 
tribulation : we have all need to remember this each 
day of our lives. Not a disappointment, or a pang, 
or a tear, but has its use. And the more tribulation 
here, the more beauty shall be upon us in that great 
kingdom to come: beauty put upon us, wrought 
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out in us, by our Father's own hand. Bear the cross 

then, my son, and win the crown." 

And now the old man looked lovingly at Arthur, 
who moved in his chair, and tossed his hair wearily, 
even impatiently, back from his brow. 

" Leave me alone, father," he said. " I don't 
deserve to be looked at like that. I am wicked and 
rebellious. It is hard to have to think of death. It 
is hard and bitter to have to take up such a cross 
just now. I coidd have said all you have said to 
another ; but I am like Job : now that sorrow has 
come upon me, I faint; it touches me, and I am 
troubled. . . . Yet I long to be. willing to bow my- 
self under the mighty hand of God. Pray for me, 
father, and Jean my wife, and John, dear friend, 
that I may be willing to submit myself without a 
murmur to go the way whence I shall not return." 

And he hid his face from us, among the cushions 
of his chair, and remained silent. 

Jean left the room, quietly weeping, and I pre- 
sently followed her. 

I found her standing at the open door, in the 
cold moonlight, her hands clasped upon her breast. 
And I heard her uttering softly and pleadingly 
words we had more than once read together — 
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Calm me, my God, and keep me calm 
While these hot breezes blow ; 

Be like the night-dew^s cooling balm 
Upon earth's fevered brow." 



212 The Daily Cross. 

" Amen," I murmured. . . • 

Arthur grew rapidly weaker. 

And in those latter days of his life on earth he 
kept on learning his spiritugd lessons, almost, as it 
seemed to me sometimes, hour by hour, till the 
summons came for him to depart. 

He had fumed and fi*etted and repined at the 
manifest will of his Heavenly Father that he should 
soon, very soon, bid farewell to this world and all 
its sorrows. But at length, struggling on in God- 
given might, he conquered his own will, and rested 
patiently in the Lord. 

Yes ; he fought the good fight of faith to more 
purpose, as he lay there helpless on his bed, than 
ever he had done in the days of his health and 
strength and energy. 

He warred against the old nature, still powerful 
within him, continually. Temptation assailed hiin 
constantly; temptation to murmur impatiently at 
the suffering he was often obliged to endure; to 
speak sharply and unkindly to dear Jean, who was 
so gentle and tender to him; to neglect mental 
prayer ; to put away thoughts of the great world to 
come ; to excuse his own failings. 

Ah ! to struggle against all these, and many more 
such, was indeed a warfare ! 

Nevertheless, his Lord and Saviour was ever at 
his side. He felt His presence ; it cheered and sua- 
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tained him through all ; and his brow cleared, and 
his heart grew lighter, as the days went slowly by. 

And he strove on his sick-bed, ever more earnestly 
and effectually, to live to this dear Saviour. And 
he found that the effort raised him above his pain, 
above his impatience, above all that tried him. 
With his soul full of Christ, how could he care, as 
he had once done, for anything that this world could 
do to him, or for anything that it could give or 
take away ? 

He had grieved long at the thought of leaving 
Jean alone, a sad widow ; for he knew how deeply 
she would mourn for him : and he also loved her 
fer more dearly than appeared. He yearned over 
his little children too. He would have liked, he 
thought sometimes, to have lived to see them grow 
up, and to have had the joy of guiding them by 
God's blessing to the one kind Saviour. But now 
he had given up this wish, and all his wishes, and 
griefs, and anxieties — all to the good Lord God, who 
could take care of Jean and her children far better 
than he could. 

" It is invariably the effect of being nearer to 
God," says a writer, " that the most precious things 
in the world lose their preciousness." And so it 
was with Arthur. The glories of the world to come 
were dawning fast upon his awakening soul, and he 
was becoming dead to the present. In his hours 
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of comparative freedom from suffering he would lie 
long motionless, with closed eyes, and a smile of 
peace and beauty upon his wan face ; * finding hap- 
piness sublime and exquisite lying away in lofty 
regions to which the pathways of this worid seldom 
rise.' And often he would murmur,- when Jean 
bent tenderly over him — 

" I love Him more and more, Jean. Nearer and 
nearer I seem to get to Him, and more and more 
present to me are my hopes in Him, and ever more 
trifling are earth's shadows in comparison." . . . 

And had Jean no 'weary war to wage ' ? Was 
she not fighting the good fight of faith ? 

Yes ; indeed, poor Jean ! Faint, yet pursuing, 
she pressed ever onward. A great trial lay before 
her, and though she prayed and strove constantly 
she dared not as yet even look at it. 

" I want more faith" she said to me once, in a 
voice whose mingled pain and sweetness went to 
my heart. " More, oh more ! Ask for it, for me, 
John. I am weary. I kneel and beseech the 
Lord for faith, faith, faith, as a grain of mustard- 
seed, that I may trust Him in the dark ; for, oh, it 
is dark ! Join your prayers with mine, dear John ; 
kind friend to me and mine that you have always 
been. Oh, my dear, dear husband, how shall I part 
with him !".... 

The end was drawing near. 



The Daily Cross. 215 

It was night. A shaded lamp burnt dimly in 
the silent room. Jean and Caleb and I, and one or 
two others, sat or stood by the bed. 

"Taking the shield of faith," uttered Arthur 
presently, in peaceful, far-away tones. " Ah, I 
imderstand the words now as I never did before. 
But it is the Lord Himself who upholds this great 
shield in my wavering hands. I see Him. I love 
Him. Ah, if I had only wrought in the shelter of 
this sweet faith in days gone by ! If I had only 
remembered that a Christian's great work is to bear 
witness for his Lord ! not to be successful ; not to 
be famous ; not to earn money." 

He paused; his voice was growing weary and 
almost inaudible. 

Presently he requested Jean to read the hymn: 
* Nearer, my God, to Thee.' And when she had 
finished he held out his thin white hand for the 
book, and after feebly turning over the leaves for a 
few moments he pointed to the following, saying — 
" That is a verse which I leave for my wife after 
I am gone." And, with eyes running over with 
tears, Jean read — 

** Saviour, I long to walk 

Closer with Thee, 
Led by Thy guiding hand 

Ever to be. 
Constantly near Thy side. 
Quickened and purified, 
Living for Him who died 

Freely for me." 
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When Jean had closed the book she knelt down 
by the bedside, and buried her face in the clothes. 
Arthur reached out his cold hand, already damp 
with the gathering dews of death, and laid it on 
her head. 

"Fight the good fight of faith, darling. It is 
hard, but the victory will be all the more welcome, 
aU the sweeter. And we shall be together again in 
the many mansions — the children and aU — happy 
in Him we all love, never to part again." And then 
we heard him repeating another favourite hymn 
to himself — 

"Fade, fade each earthly joy, 

Jesus is mine ! 
Break, every tender tie, 

Jesus is mine ! 
Dark is the wilderness, 
Earth has no resting-place, 
Jesus alone can bless, 

Jesus is mine I 

'* Farewell, ye dreams of night, 

Jesus is mine I 
Lost in this dawning light, 

Jesus is mine ! 
AU that my soul has tried 
Left but a dismal void : 
Jesus has satisfied, 

Jesus is mine ! ** 

Only a little longer he waited ; and then, before 
the morning light, his happy spirit passed peacefully 
away. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A CHRISTIAlfs LOVE. 

'* Christian, when the way seems darkest, 

When thine eyes with tears are dim, 
Straight to God the Father hastening, 

Tell thy troubles all to Him. 
Sympathy of friends may cheer thee 

When the first wild sto m has burst. 
But God only can console thee, 

When it breaks upon thee first." 

Poor, heartbroken Jean ! She shut herseK up 
in her room, and for a time would see no one. 
And when she joined us again she did not murmur, 
or bewail herself, or cry aloud ; she was quiet and 
patient outwardly, but her poor face was white 
and drawn with anguish ; and it grieved us all to 
observe that she uttered no word of submission to 
the Lord who had laid this heavy grief upon her. 

" My cljild," said old Caleb in distress, when all 
that he could say, and all that any one of us could 
say, seemed of no avail whatever to move poor Jean 
from her stony silence. " My child, this is rebel- 
lion." And the tears ran down his aged face as he 
spoke, for he too had dearly loved Arthur. " * The 
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; blessed 
be the Name of the Lord ! ' Can you not say the 
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words over and over again, at least with your lips, 
praying the while that you may soon be enabled 
to utter them with all your heart ? Can you not 
submit yourself to the Lord whom you love ? For 
that my Jean does love Him I know well. Will 
she not submit herself to Him wholly, as He loves 
to see His children do ? " 

Cold and quiet, yet with a tremor beneath its 
seeming calmness, Jean's voice had changed so that 
we scarcely knew it — 

" I thought I had submitted myself, grandfather 
... I thought I was ready to give up alL" 

" Alas, alas ! " said Caleb, with a shake of his 
grey head, "so we often think; yet we fail in 
our submission hourly. We have need to pray 
continually, in the words of the hymn — 

* Renew my wiU from day to day. 
Blend it with Thine, and take away 
AU that now makes it hard to say. 
Thy wiU be done.' " 

At this Jean began to weep ; and we were even 
thankful to see her tears, for we had at times almost 
feared for her reason, 

• • • • • 

Granville Hughes attended the funeral ; and h^ 
too, talked long and earnestly to Jean and to us alL 

" He is only gone before us," he said, as we stood 
by the new-made grave. "No more weariness or 
trial for him now. No more walking in the Valley 
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of Humiliation for ever. No more failures, or ' un- 
satisfied longings/ the torment of aims which he 
could never reach here. All is ended now, and he 

is at rest and in joy unspeakable for evermore. 
• • • • • 

-And now another trouble came; and this time 
to dear old Caleb. In some way or other, I do not 
at this distance of time remember particulars, but 
partly through the carelessness and dishonesty of 
unworthy persons whom he had trusted, he lost all 
his little property; and this at a time when he 
was looking forward to taking Jean under his own 
roof again, with her children, as Arthur had left 
them nothing. But now what could he do ? What 
could any of us do ? 

The dear old man bore up bravely. 

" It is my Saviour," he said, half to himself, half 
to me. " And He is saying, ' Trust Me stiU ; ' ' Them 
that honour Me I will honour ; ' * I will surely do 
thee good ; * * Fear not, I will help thee/ ... I do 
not wish to say. How wiU all this end ? What will 
come of it ? I wish only to give up aU to Thee, 
Lord ; in little thiugs and in great alike to see and 
acknowledge always Thy dear guiding hand/' 

Then he sat still, apparently ia deep thought, and 
probably also in mental prayer. Presently he mur- 
mured — " We must not seek our own pleasure in this 
life, dear Lord, we know. Oh, give us entire submis- 
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sion. It will sweeten all our days; quiet all our 
anxieties, which only come of a desire to have our 
own way. I wanted to take care of my child myself, 
dear Lord, my poor Jean, and her two little babes ! 
But Thou wilt take better care of her than I could. 
I leave her, then, to Thee. Quiet, oh quiet, I pray 
Thee, Lord, my foolish fears. ... * What time I am 
afraid I will trust in Thee.' '* 

But the misfortune of her grandfather proved an 
immediate mercy to poor Jean. She roused herself 
at once, and began to put aside her own great grie^ 
in order to be all she could to him in this time of 
trouble added to trouble. 

I could do little or nothing for them. I had only 
a small life-annuity. And old Giles' money was 
almost all gone. 

'Submit, submit!' the hours sqemed to say as 
they went slowly by. ' God sees aU ; and He can 
turn the darkness into light at any moment, if He 
pleases, and make a way even in the wilderness, 
and rivers of water in the desert.' . . . 

But while submitting ourselves, and every day 
less anxiously, we were not idle. I say we^ for the 
welfare of Caleb and Jean was as dear to me as my 
own ; and when they, perforce, left their homes, I 
rejoiced in being able to bring them to mine. I was 
at least free. My house was my own ; and I might 
do as I pleased in it, and with it. . . . 
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Difl&culties and anxieties were talked over with 
many kind friends ; and at length our rector sug- 
gested that Caleb should act in the capacity of 
Scripture-reader in the parish, and Jean perhaps as 
cottage-nurse and Bible-woman. Their joint-salary 
wotdd be small, for the parish was poor; but at 
any rate it would be a maintenance for them. 

Caleb was much pleased with the plan. No more 
suitable or welcome employment could have been 
proposed to him. Jean also accepted quietly but 
thankfully. . . . 

The Lord deals out His gifts and His chastenings 
with a wise and firm and loving hand. In love, 
and love alone, He had allowed sorrow to come to 
Jean ; and now, in the same tender love, He sent 
joy to Charlee Goodwin. 

Charlee was a grown-up young woman now ; and 
GranviUe Hughes had lately asked her to become 
his wife. There was great disparity as to years 
between the two, Granville being almost twice the 
age of Charlee ; but at least they loved each other. 
The most glorious summer sun shone, as it appeared, 
in vain for Granville if Charlee were not within 
sight. The dirtiest and most miserable cottage in 
the place was more charming than fairyland to 
Charlee, if only Granville stood by her side. 

And both did double work in these happy days 
and thought nothing of it. Work was delight; 
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weariness was unknown ; sorrow was banished. All 
that might have been sad in the past was forgotten, 
and the present and the future were bathed in sup- 
shine. And all this was the effect of love. Won- 
derful love ! that could, and does daily, work such 
marvels ! And this was but earthly love ! What, 
then, must heavenly love be ? 

"You are going to do a very foolish thing, I hear?'* 
said some one jokingly to the young bride-elect. 

" Foolish ! " exclaimed Charlee gravely and with 
dignity; and then the expression of her face 
changed, and a happy, dreamy smile parted her lips. 
" Foolish ! " she said again, " to spend the rest of 
my life with one I love ? " 

"You are going to do a very foolish thing, I 
hear," says the man of the world to the young 
brother who is thiaking of making his profession 
as a Christian. And may not the young believer 
answer very much as Charlee did? The man of 
the world sees no pleasure in the Christian's choice, 
because love is wantiag in his heart. He does not 
hyve the Lord who died. He does not love and 
reverence and worship and praise the great and 
glorious King, who will one day set up a kingdom 
that shall endure for ever. He does not look for- 
ward with interest and longing to the triumph which 
is coming ; and no wonder, for in it he will have no 
glad share, if he love not the Lord of life and glory. 
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" All our happiness/' says a writer, " both for 
time and for eternity consists in fove, and is in- 
separable from it." 

And, loving our Lord, we shall love all our 
human brothers and sisters, for whom He died, as 
well as for us. But the dear and precious Saviour 
stands ever first ; and beside His love the Christian 
owns that there is nothing else worth having in earth 
or heaven. This life would be dark and empty indeed 
without Him; for, though the wOrld cannot see 
Him, He is ever at the believer's side, his light 
and joy and sweetest hope and comfort through all 
the misfortunes that flesh is heir to. 

' What have I to do any more with idols ? ' the 

young Christian soon begins to aak of himself. And 

one by one he lays them down, until at last his Lord 

and Saviour sits throned in his heart without a rival 

• • • • • 

The wedding-day was over; but our thoughts 
were all of Charlee and her happiness, — a happiness 
that was but the merest type and faintest shadow 
of the * fulness of joy ' that shotdd one day be to 
all Christians. For is it to be supposed that the 
Bible means nothing when it speaks of * the mar- 
riage-supper of the Lamll and of ' the Bride, the 
Zami's wife' t Then, when that wondrous time 
arrives, and not till then, shall we see and know 
fully our Lord's great and dear love towards us. 
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And may we not well believe that our own love for 
Him will grow and enlarge then ? It is small and 
feeble here ; nevertheless, in the hearts of all true 
Christians, it is ever moving onward, ever deepening 
in power and beauty, under the * conquering, trans- 
forming influence ' of His lorn that called it forth. 

And this is love which shall never endl An 
everlasting love ! Our Lord and Saviour is always 
* (he same, yesterday, to-day, and for ever/ Human 
props may fail; but He whose name is 'Faithful 
and True ' remains steadfast to all eternity. Friends 
may grow cold ; but His love is changeless. Poverty 
may overtake us, disappointments chill us ; but we 
may always flee to Him for comfort and help and 
succour, and we shall never be repulsed. His heart 
is ever open towards us, and His attentive ear ever 
bent to listen to our complaint. 

Ah, can we dwell too much on this sweet, strong 
love ? No ; for the more we think of our Lord's love, 
the more eagerly and constantly will our hearts be 
drawn and raised towards Himself, longing, not for 
thiags of earth, but to be where He is. 

The Christian has a long and toilsome and 
dreary journey before him it may be ; but what 
matter, when he can look forward to such a welcome, 
such a home, such a love as shall be his at the end 
of it? . . . 

Dear Jean had basked in the sunshine of an 
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earthly love ; but now it was taken away from her, 
and, recovering slowly from the first terrible shock, 
she was reaching out day by day and thirsting more 
and more for the love of the Saviour. 

'Yes, the love Thou sendest shows us 
How that stronger love must glow. 
By its very depth revealing 
Other depths of deeper feeling, 
God alone can know.' 

Love was the law of Jean's life now. From 
morning tiU night she T^as labouring lovingly for 
others. Tenderly she nursed the sick ; effectually, 
having known trouble herself, she comforted those 
in affiction, weeping and praying with them ; kindly 
and thoughtfully she bestowed aU the aid in her 
power upon the poor, winning those around her, for 
their own good, to help where her slender means 
would not allow her to do half that was needed. 

And gradually but surely in these gentle minis- 
trations her fsu^e lost its look of settled sadness, 
and was beautified by a higher, holier love, and a 
truer and more entire submission, than her soul had 
ever known before. And— effect surely of this grace 
bom of sorrow, and of " more grace " (Jas. iv. 6), 
which had been poured into her heart straight from 
heaven itself — never had the blessing of the Lord 
seemed to rest so abundantly on her labours as now. 

Ingratitude and misunderstanding, of course, she 
met with. Who does not in this world ? But she 
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bore all patiently and uncomplainingly, for the 
Lord's dear sake, and went on her way as before. 
All were human ; each and all had failings, herself 
not excepted. And if she could not find perfection 
in herself, how could she in justice look for it in 
her neighbours ? Therefore she was very tender 
over wrong-doers; and this, we all thought, was 
one great reason, humanly speaking, of her success 
in her work. 

Possibly also Jean remembered her own dear 
Arthur, and how he had made more than one mis- 
take which had brought down upon him the reproof 
of the harsh-judging. But, be this as it may, she 
was especially gentle with all those who had erred 
in the eyes of their fellow-men in any way what- 
ever, and, instead of casting upon them looks of 
rebuke, she bestowed loving sorrow and sympathy. 

" Even so might I have sinned," she would re- 
mark to herself. " But God kept me. What right 
have I to rebuke my poor brothers and sisters who 
are probably already more sorry for their faults than 
any words of mine could make them ? " 

Nevertheless, Jean bore her firm testimony to 
truth and right whenever it was needed, and pointed 
out the way into a safe and right path again as 
well as she was able. But no one took offence at 
anything she said ; so humbly and lovingly did she 
speak, with eyes full of tears for the pain her words 
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might be inflicting upon those who had suffered 
already. 

And often and often have I heard her repeat the 
following verses with true and real feeling, as if she 
would make the spirit of them her own : — 

' Judge not ; the workin)!^ of his brain 
And of his heart thou canst not see : 
What looks to thy dim eyes a stain. 

In God's pure light may only be 
A scar, brought from some well- won field, 
Where thou wouldst only faint and yield. 

' The fall thou darest to despise — 

May-be the slackened angel's hand 
Has suffered it, that he may rise 

And take a firmer, surer stand ; 
Or, trusting less to earthly things, 
May henceforth learn to use his wings.' 

Gal. vi. I was also a favourite text with Jean, 
deeply underlined in her small pocket Testament— 

"Brethren, if a man be overtaken in a fault, 
ye which are spiritual, restore such an one in the 
spirit of meekness, considering thyself, lest thou 
also be tempted." 

None were ever afraid of Jean. The erring, the 
sorrowing, the repentant came to her, and not seldom 
freely confessed their wrong-doings, and asked her 
advice, and her prayers, and also her help and counten- 
ance in the future, when they wotdd endeavour to turn 
over a new leaf, and, by God's grace, to stand upright. 

The sinner is especially quick to see and feel true 
charity, which is none other than purest heavenly 
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love, and lie will with penitence and tears meet it 
and answer it when he will answer nothing else. 

And truly, as I and all could see, Jean loved 
sinners, though she as truly hated their sins. And 
when, in faltering and weakness, they fell back 
again, after many fair promises, which they did often 
and often, she still besought the Lord for them, and 
had patience with them, as long as they appeared to 
be in earnest. And if she discovered that they were 
not in earnest, she simply left them alone, still pray- 
ing for them, and ever on the watch for any small 
turn of affairs which might give her a new oppor- 
tunity of doing them good. And then she would 
go in love and kindness to them once more, some- 
times repeating to herself the words — 
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Think gently o! the erring : 

Oh ! do not thou forget, 
However darkly stained by sin, 

He is thy brother yet ; 
Heir of the selfsame heritage, 

Child of the selfsame God, 
He has but stumbled in the path 

Thou hast in weakness trod. 

'* Speak gently to the erring : 

Thou yet may'st lead him back, 
With holy words and tones of love, 

From misery's thorny track. 
Forget not thou hast often sinned. 

And sinful yet must be ; 
Deal gently with the erring, then. 

As God hath dealt with thee." 



Such is the Christian's love and ^fellowship wUk 
hearts,' and tiie Christian's only. 



{ 



( 229 ) 



CHAPTEE XX. 

* THE MYSTERY OF THE FAITH^ 

Winter came, a very severe one. There was much 
sickness in the village, and much poverty also ; and 
Caleb and Jean were out amongst the poor all daylong. 

And we now were poor, almost as poor as the 
poorest. And sickness had not passed us over. 
And, added to many other troubles, debt began to 
press heavily upon us. 

I felt dull and spiritless. When would this weight 
of poverty and anxiety be lifted from us all ? Ah 1 
how I wished for courage, and strength of body, and 
power, and talent, and wisdom, that I might go out 
into the world and do battle with it, as any other 
man might have done, and quickly win from it all 
that was needed for the friends I loved. 

But this was denied me, had ever been denied me ; 
yet I prayed God to keep me from the sin of mur- 
muring. And presently I remembered the trustful 
prayer, "Lord, it is nothing with Thee to help, 
whether with many or with them that have no 
power; help us, O Lord our God, for we rest on 
Thee" (2 Chron. xiv. 11). 
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Ah ! what calm, what serenity, does the Christian 
lose ; what happiness, what blessing, from beginning 
to end of his journey, by his want of simple trust 
in Him who has said — 

" I will not fail thee, nor forsake thee." 

" We must rest and trust day hy day I* said old 
Caleb ; " we can do no other. And God will send 
us L'ght and help directly He sees fit. And the more 
we trust Him, the sooner His mercy will come." 

* Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof,* 
says the Saviour. And we knew well (but did we 
act upon the knowledge ?) that with the " dread to- 
morrow," that troubles so many, we had nothing 
whatever to do, that we need not really allow it to 
concern us, that we had but to go on 

" Simply tmsiing every day, . 
Trusting fchrough a stormy way ; 
Even when our faith is small. 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 

" Singing, if the way is clear ; 
Praying, if the path is drear ; 
If in danger, for Him caU ; 
Trusting Jesus, that is all.*' 

Oh ! if W6 had but more of this sweet, trusting 
faith ! How little account we should then take of 
dark days! How calmly we should look beyond 
them all to the Lord our God and Saviour, who will 
not, cannot forget us, come what may ! How, with 
a smile on our faces even in the midst of trouble^ 
we should sing — 
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'* Anywhere with Jesus, for it cannot be 

Dreary, dark, or desolate, where He is with me. 
He will love me always, every need supply ; 
Anywhere with Jesus, should I live or die.** 

It was evening, and we stood talking together in 
the twilight. 

"One day we trust," remarked Caleb thought- 
fully, and, as it seemed to me, sadly, "and the next 
we fear. We fear, and then we trust ; such is our 
Christian life all through. Oh ! to have it all ended, 
and to know coward fear no more for ever 1 " 

Silence for a moment, and then Jean said softly — 

" Thank God, this is my day of trust, grandfather. 
Yesterday I feared — for my children, for you, for 
myself, for all of us; I was full of doubt and 
faithlessness. But to-day, I say, I am willing to 
leave all to God. My children, their present and 
their future; my own prospects in life, myself and all 
my dearest wishes I give up, I trust, into the hands 
of our Heavenly Father, who doeth all things well." 

" Eight, my child," returned Caleb. " Come back 
to that trust again and again, and never fear but 
that the Lord will honour it." 

" And you, dear John," Jean presently continued. 
" I have often grieved to think of the comforts of 
which I and mine are robbing you. I was talking 
about it to grandfather only this morning. You 
will not take it unkindly if we leave you, and set up 
housekeeping, if in ever such a poor way, by our- 
selves again ? " 
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" All the riches of the whole earth are the Lord's," 
put in old Caleb, while I was too much hurt and 
astonished to speak for the moment. " He can and 
will give us just what is good for us wherever we are." 

" Yes," I answered ; " the earth is the Lord's, and 
the fulness thereof. I will take you at your own 
word, Caleb. We are better together than apart. 
And the Lord" will give us all we need, if we will 
only look to Him in prayer, constantly and faithfully. 
But do not wound me by talking of leaving me, and 
for such a cause. However," I paused a moment, 
and then continued resolutely, " there is one other 
thing to be said. Please God, / vnll not let you go ! 
I will not be a lonely man, in a silent house, again if 
I can help it ; of that I am determined !",... 
• • • • • 

In all this time we had heard nothing of poor old 
Giles. But a day or two after the above conversa- 
tion a note reached me from him, written in a feeble 
scrawl without date or address. This was all it said — 

" Look upon old Giles as dead from to-day. He has gathered 
all his gold together at last ; and he leaves it, every coin of it, 
behind for those who have so often tried to show him the way 
into the kingdom. Good-bye, lad. God, bless you ! Giles." 

I did not show this note even to Caleb, imtil I 
had been to the old hovel. And there, in the old 
hiding-place, beneath the fire-blackened boulders, I 
found a fortune in gold ! Giles had had, doubtless, 
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a second key to the place, and had brought the 
money a little at a time ; he never could have car- 
ried all that weight at once, feeble old man as he was. 

He had often spoken vaguely and mysteriously 
of property he possessed elsewhere. Had he turned 
it all into money ? And how would he exist, poor 
old soul ? for I feared now that he had literally 
brought and left his all here. 

And where was the old man ? Hiding away from 
us, when we would have counted it a joy to have had 
him to tend in his weary and lonely old age. . . . 

But, may be, God would give us that pleasure yet. 

• • • • • 

Our money difl&culties were over, then, at any rate 
for the present ; and our hearts were full of grati- 
tude and rejoiciQg. We thanked our God morning, 
noon, and night ; and we prayed also that, in His 
mercy and His love. He would bless and take care 
of poor old Giles, wherever he might be, bless him 
in body and in soul, and bring him back to us again, 
that we might show him kindness in return for his 
kindness to us. And, meanwhile, we went on our 
way, fuU in the sunshine of prosperity. And how 
wary and watchful we soon found that it behoved 
us to be, and how continually we had need to put 
up the prayer — 

^^ In all time of our wealth, good Lord, deliver us!* 
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The Christian's inner life is a strange and wonder- 
ful one, full of contradictions and mysteries. The 
Christian himself is a mystery. 

He is strong in his weakness, and weak in his 
strength. He weeps often in his joy, and rejoices 
in his sorrow. He gives np all, and appears to get 
nothing in return ; and yet he counts and declares 
himself the happiest of the happy. He is poor. 
yet he makes many rich ; he has nothing, and yet 
he possesses all tlLgs. He and hisTiows L 
always ready to own themselves in the wrong, and 
to mourn over the inherent sinfulness of their 
nature, and yet they lead such lives as make world- 
lings shrug their shoulders while they regard them 
witl mingled pity and disdain, wondering how they 
can so patiently and uncomplainingly hear their 
chains ! 

But — ' chains ! ' The word makes the Christian 
indignant, for his Lord's sake. Why, he (the Chris- 
tian) is the only man who is not in chains ; and he 
says to his brethren — 

" Stand fasty therefore^ in the liberty wherewith 
Christ hath Toade us free ^ and he not entangled a^ain 
with the yoke of hondage " (GaL v. i ). 

To the world the Christian sometimes appears sad 
and serious ; and there is much, very much, around 
him to make him so ; yet his heart is full of heaven's 
own happiness, and he goes on his way singing — 
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** Saviour, if of Zion's city 

I through grace a member am, 
Let the world deride or pity, 

I will glory in Thy Name. 
Fading is the worldling's pleasure, 

All his boasted pomp and show ; 
Solid joys and lasting treasure 

None but Zion's children know." 

He rejoices also in the assurance that ' unto him 
it is given to know tM mystery of the kingdom of 
God ; ' for * the secret of the Lord is with them that 
fear Him.' And the Christian strives to be a good 
steward of these ^mysteries of God' (i Cor. iv. i), 
and to 'judge nothing before the time, until the 
Lord come, who both will bring to light the hidden 
things of darkness, and will make manifest the 
counsels of the hearts' (i Cor. iv. 5). 

* Great,' says St. Paul, * is the mystery of godliness ' 
(i Tim. iii. 16). And this mystery tries the Chris- 
tian sometimes ; and he longs eagerly and earnestly 
for the time when the day shall break, and the 
shadows flee away, and when all secret things shall 
be unfolded, and he shall behold them in the pure 
light of heaven. Great, then, will be mystery no 

longer, but joy, and triumph, and praise I 

• • . • • 

We had now come to the arbour that — to quote 
Bunyan — lies halfway up the hill Difficulty; "a 
pleasant arbour, made by the Lord of the hill for 
the refreshment of weary travellers." 

And we besought the Lord continually that we 
might not * faU asleep ' in our pleasant resting-place, 

Q 
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as Christian did in his. We prayed that prosperity 
might not spoil us, or wean our souls from the 
sweet mysteries which we loved. We pleaded for 
more faith, more strength of purpose, more purity 
of heart and life and motive ; a more single-eyed 
service and constant looking to the Saviour; and 
that we might not, for sordid gold, forfeit the incor- 
ruptible crown which awaited us. 

Mysterious and incomprehensible surely to the 
uninitiated ! We feared and trembled in our pros- 
perity, and doubted ourselves, and ran to our Lord 
for succour from 07irselves day by day, and not 
seldom hour by hour. But in our adversity, though 
sometimes we had fainted, weak and faithless as we 
were in ourselves, we had been as a rule strong 
and rejoicing in the Lord. And we looked back at 
those days, not as days of adversity, but as times in 
which we had often been blessed with a foretaste 
of heaven itself. We had been near our Lord. His 
own smile had lightened the darkness. His love 
had sweetened our sorrow and often taken our 
burdens from us. But now we feared lest, in the 
carelessness and security consequent on our new 
fortune, we might forget our dear Lord, who had so 
short a time before been all in all to us. We 
dreaded lest our prayers should become mere lip- 
prayers; lest our Bibles should pall upon our 
mental tastes; lest waiting upon our God, in the 
thousand and one ways in which the Christian 
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delights, should become wearisome to us. And often 
and often we reminded one another of the warning 
text, * Let him that thinketh he standeth take heed 
lest he fall' (i Cor. x. 12). 

*He which soweth sparingly shall reap also spar- 
ingly; and he which soweth bountifully shall reap 
also bountifully' (2 Cor. ix. 6). In these words 
lay another solemn warning to us. How were we 
sowing ? Sparingly ? A formal prayer here, a 
chapter of the Bible there ? Grudgingly ? Giving, 
just to satisfy conscience, half an hour, or by chance 
an hour, once a day or once a week, to the service 
of a loving God and Father who had given us all ? 

Or were we sowing bountifully ? Giving largely 
of our hest energies, our first thoughts, our sweetest 
and dearest aspirations ? If so, then in the day 
when it shall be rendered to every man according 
to his works, we should see our aims without shame, 
reap also bountifully, and receive, oh beautiful words 1 
*' praise of God ! " 

Not that I am forgetting, reader, that in our in- 
born and inbred weakness and sinfulness we actually 
cannot keep the commandments of our God ; and 
that if we could, we should still only have done that 
which was our duty to do. Moreover, did not the 
Lord of heaven die for the helpless sinner, fast bound 
with the chain of his own sins, and powerless to 
think even a righteous thought. And the sinner 
has but, in reverence and love, to accept this sweet 
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heavenly gift, the grace of our Lord Jesus Christy and 
he is saved for ever. 

And yet — and is not this another great and glori- 
ous truth which is as yet wrapped about in mystery ? 
— do we not read again and again of our * reward* of 
our * crown* of our * inlierUance,* of our * recompense* 
of our * glory* which the Lord, the righteous Judge, 
shall bestow upon us in that day ? And is not this 
an encouragement to the Christian to * war a good 
warfare/ to 'run that he may obtain/ to 'strive for 
the mastery/ to be 'temperate in all things/ to 
' endure unto the end ' ? 

And further, do we not plainly gather from Scrip- 
ture that, *m th^t day* there will be degrees of 
glory, of recompense, of reward? that Christians 
will not share and share alike, and sit down in a 
dead level of uniformity, any more than they do 
here ? May we not believe that soul-life here is but 
the beginning, the embryo, the seed of the new being 
there t And that the faithful prayers, the grateful 
praises, the seK-denial, the patience, the endurance, 
the poverty and humiliation, the crosses and trials 
and sorrows and sufferings, and the loving labours 
of Christians in this life will burst forth into glori- 
ous blossoming in the life everlasting ? And that 
we shall — but without the ill-nature, or the envy, 
or the pride of earth — distinguish easily between 
those who have served the Lord a little and those 
who have served Him much ? 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 

A MESSAGE FROM THE KING. 

' They that wait upon the Lord shall renew their 
strength ; they shall mount up with wings as eagles ; 
they shall run, and not be weary ; and they shall 
walk, and not faint' (Isa. xL 31). 

Jean and I read these words together. 

" ' Mount wpl * runl * waXkl " I commented. " Do 
you remember when dear Arthur began to ' mount 
up/ Jean? and how high and how quickly he went?'* 

" I remember the time well ! " she answered softly, 
and yet with much fond, half-regretful emphasis. 
"And then he * rani did he not ? And at last he came 
to the quiet ^walk' with God. And that was the end." 

" No, not the end, dear Jean," I said. " The 
Christian's life from commencement to close is pro- 
gress ; it is always opening out more and more unto 
the perfect day. And shall it not be so there also ? 
Shall we not go on from strength to strength ? Does 
anything that God has made stand still ? No ; and, 
depend upon it, we shall not stand still in heaven." 

Jean smiled. " Go on, John ; say all you like ; but 
I only meant ' the end ' of my Arthur's life here. I 
cannot see him any more in this life" — and she sighed 
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— " but wherever he may be in God's wonderful uni- 
verse, I can easily believe that he is making pro- 
gress in one way or another, according to the Lord's 
plan for him." 

It was a summer evening, and we had been sit- 
tmg by the window, and now 'in the soft grey 
twilight ' we saw Caleb coming up the garden walk. 
He had been to visit a dying man. 

Dear, good, unassuming, consistent old Christian 
that he was ! He would have a high place in the 
kingdom when the glorious time of reckoning came, 
I felt sure. He had long come to the peaceful, un- 
disturbed waXh with his God ; and this, the evening 
of his life, was full of calm, sweet joy. Far back 
in his history lay the time when, in the full strength 
of his manhood, he had * run ' with unwearied feet 
the race set before him. And farther back still in 
the dim quiet past lay the years, happy years ! in 
which, in the eager joyousness of youth, and in the 
first ecstacy and gratitude of the newborn Christian, 
he had ' mounted up ' with wings as an eagle in the 
service of his Lord. 

Very diversified are the experiences of Christians ; 
diversified, and yet the same. Each begins with 
faitlfi — simple, beautiful, childlike faith — in the effi- 
cacy of the sacrifice of the Lord and Saviour whom he 
has just learnt to love. And this faith, albeit small 
and weak and timid at first, tod very narrow in its 
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views, grows and strengthens day by day; and the 
Christian holds fast by it through all his journey, 
for he walks by faith and not by sight. 

But soon his hype grows within him ; and he 
feeds it upon the great and glorious promises of his 
God, until in its brightness and beauty it is the 
light of his life. And it and faith go hand in 
hand, the one a shield, the other a comforter, in all 
temptations and trials. 

Moreover, the Christian does not forget that, 
greater than faith, greater than hope, is charity. And 
this heavenly principle, small at first, like faith and 
hope, small, and soiled and tarnished by sin, in- 
creases also, and by and by shines out in its celes- 
tial loveliness through aU that would hide it. And 
he who has it will truly be as considerate for his 
neighbour as for himsey. ..^ow much, how very 
much, lies in the words ! And how many, many 
years of steady experience in Christian life it takes 
for a man to arrive at the state they signify ! But, 
step by step, each an advance on the last, though 
it may not always appear so, having his God, who 
is love, for Guide, the believer pursues his journey. 
Each event in Ufe is a step ; each change, each trial, 
each mercy, each joy, — ^a step on the way to that 
true charity, which * never faileth,' and which is the 
very atmosphere of heaven itself 

Still we sat there talking by the window, Caleb 
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and Jean and I ; sometimes talking, sometimes mus- 
ing, and gazing np at the star-lit night-sky, and 
breathing in the pure cool air, fragrant with the scent 
^ the freshly-cut grass from the meadows close by. 

And now we heard a step coming along the gravel 
walk : a feeble, failing step as of age. We paused in 
our conversation and listened. There was a trem- 
bling, uncertain knock at our green-painted country 
door. Mrs. Cole answered it, and the next moment 
came running to us as we sat there in the dark — 

" Mr. Falkner, it's the old miser. It's old Giles 
come back ! And he wants to see you ! " 

I hurried out, followed by Caleb and Jean. 

We brought the old man in. He appeared ill, 
almost fainting, and we laid him on the sofa in the 
parlour. He drew a long breath, as of rest and 
relief; and presently murmured, in a voice scarce 
above a whisper, " Old Giles has travelled far. . . . 
keep him here now. . . . He can't last long. . . . 
He is going home." 

I held his hand and felt his feeble pulse. Caleb 
knelt beside him in earnest prayer, and in thankful- 
ness that he had returned to us. Jean bent forward 
and touched his face with her gentle lips. 

" Dear old Giles ! " she uttered softly. " May 
God bless him ; and may He be pleased to let us 
keep him yet a little while." 

The old man muttered and seemed restless, but 
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made no coherent answer to what she had said. 

And Jean stood there regarding the aged and 

shrunken face with unconfessed anxiety, while her 

heart, I knew, was rising in prayer for the soul which 

she feared might be even yet in the dark 

But ' with God all things are possible,' and * all 

things are possible' also *to him that believeth/ 

The Lord Jesus can raise dead souls as well as dead 

bodies. A word from Him and they Bhall live. 

And we quieted our doubting hearts, and took a 

lesson in faith, and another small step on the way 

to the kingdom, by poor old Giles' dying bed. 
• • • • • 

* All day long,' says the Lord, ' I have stretched 
forth My hands unto a disobedient and gainsaying 
people' (Eom. x. 21). 

These words were true of Israel of old ; but let 
them not be true of you, or yours, reader. If you 
are not already one of God's people, listen to-day to 
one or another of His many loving messages to you ; 
and use your influence with those around you, that 
they may, by God's grace, listen also. To-day, if 
ye will hear His voice, harden not your heart 

" Jesus Christ is passing by, 
Sinner, lift to Him thine eye ; 
As the precious moments flee. 
Cry, * Be merciful to me ! ' 

" Jesus Christ is passing by : 
Will He always be so nigh t 
Now is the accepted day, 
Seek for healing while you may.** 
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* See that ye refuse not Him that speaketh. For 
if they escaped not who refused Him that spake on 
earth, much more shall not we escape if we turn 
away from Him that speaketh from heaven. * Whose 
voice then shook the earth; but now He hath 
promised, saying. Yet once more I shake not the 
earth only, but also heaven' (Heb. xii. 25, 26). 

And how continually God speaks to us, but we 
will not hear. And at the great day of judgment, 
when the throne shall be set, and the books are 
opened, all these despised messages, and opportuni- 
ties, and warnings, and calls, shall be brought up 
against us. God employed His many servants, all 
through our lives, again and again and again, to set 
before us His wondrous mercy ; but we disdained 
and neglected it ! How, then, shall we escape ? 

This book is yet another message. Feebly 
written, I know, but it contains a message &om the 
great God nevertheless ; nay, many of His gracious 
messages from His own blessed Book. And even 
if it did not contain these, word for word as it 
does, so that it bore witness for Him, however 
weakly and feebly, the mighty God would accept 
it and turn its weakness to strength if He chose. 

Turn its weakness to strength ! I humbly pray 
Him that He may do this, if it be His will, for His 
own gloiy, and for the great Name's sake of our 
Lord Jesus Christ 
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I have ' launched out into the deep ; ' I have let 
down my nets for a draught. Now I leave the rest 
to God. 

Chapter by chapter I have written, and hoped, 
and prayed. Much brightness and blessing have 
come to me while I have been writing, and time 
has passed quickly, sometimes almost imperceptibly, 
away. Life for me looks less dreary than it did. 
I may never here expect what the world calls 
happiness; but I may fix the eyes of my mind 
and of my soul upon the Tcirigdom, secure of joy 
unutterable there, unutterable, and never-ending. I 
gaze back with sorrow and shame now at the 
years when I wept and murmured and rebelled at 
the dispensations of a wise Providence. I wish 
unavailingly that I had borne patiently, that I had 
known sweet and blessed submission in those days. 
Believe me, reader, one never regrets that patient 
waiting upon God which He loves. Tes, He, the 
Lord Almighty, loves it ; we shall know how much 
one day, and abundantly even here will He reward it. 

Many lessons have come to me since I penned 
the first word of the first chapter. Here is one of 
the latest, gathered from Granville and Charlee's 
last letter — 

A Christian who wishes to be successful in his 
work should not labour aimlessly ; but should strive, 
in power from above, for the conversion of in- 
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dvMual souls. One here, another there ; one to- 
day, another to-morrow ; always adding to the 
blessed number while life remains; doing all for 
love, and ever ready to say from the inmost 
soul,* * Not unto us, Lord, not unto us, but unto 
Thy Name give the praise ; for Thy loving mercy 
and for Thy truth's sake.' 

I fear / have laboured aimlessly hitherto; but 
now, please God, I will start anew, and deliver His 
precious messages definitely to individual souls. 

But what is the special ' message from the King ' 
which strong and weak, old and young, who enter 
His service, have alike to deliver ? Is it not this — 
that, though we are sinners and our souls a forfeit, 
He, the King, the Lord God, merciful and gracious, 
has found a Eansom, a Saviour who has suffered in 
our stead ; and that whoever will accept this dear 
Saviour shall live for ever with Him, surrounded 
with all the evidences of His love, reigning with 
Him in bliss and glory in the ages to come, and in 
the days when * the curse,' though it has eaten so 
deeply, shall no more devour the earth, but shall 
be rooted out and destroyed and known no more 
for ever ? Only accept the kingly message, and the 
rest will follow. And, little by little, the dawning 
light from heaven will break upon the soul that is 
in earnest, and he will find that his way is all made 
plain for him. 
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Business men will find time to serve the Lord, 
as He bids them, firsts even before their hitherto 
all-important business. Careful Marthas will leave 
their * much serving,' and find time daily to sit at 
Jesus' feet. Young mothers will not neglect the 
Lord who loves them, even for the sake of their 
little children ; but will take every opportimity of 
praising and blessing Him, and bearing silent 
witness for Him before the world. Young men 
and young women wiU no longer be lovers of 
pleasure rather than lovers of God; but will be 
ever ready to give up even their all for His sake, 
who gave Himself for them. Rich men will gladly 
pour out liberally of their riches, counting them, as 
St. Paul says, but dross and dung, that they may 
win Christ. . . • 

And old Giles had liberally poured out Ais 
riches ; but we feared, even now, that he had given 
them up from a wrong motive. Did he think to 
Imy Christ, or heaven, or a high place in the great 
kingdom ? we wondered. 

He was ill now, dying ; and he lay moaning and 
murmuring to himself, never at rest. 

Caleb and I sat by his bedside. 

" Lad," he said presently, turning his glazing eyes 
on me, "when I am gone, have more meetings! 
Hold them oftener than ever you have done yet. 
Speak the message. Do not let their blood be 



248 A Message from the King. 

upon your head." And then his voice sank to a faint 
whisper and he turned his face away, but I caught 
the words, " ' Eising up early and speaking, but ye 
heard not ; and I called you . . • but ye answered 
not/ " 

I bent over him. 

" We will, dear Giles, dear old friend ! We will 
spend daily of the money you so generously gave 
us in proclaiming the message of the great King far 
and near, as He Himself shall give us power." 

Caleb leaned over him also. 

" But have yov, listened to the message yet, dear 
brother ? " And he lovingly and feelingly touched 
poor old Giles' cold, clammy hand. " Have yov, taken 
Christ into your heart of hearts as your all, your 
only dependence, your mighty God and Samour f " 

The old man moved uneasily, and we heard hinr> 
murmur — 

" Wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow." 

And Caleb and I knelt and prayed for him to- 
gether. 

Evening came. Caleb had gone downstairs. Giles, 
I thought, was dozing. 

But no ; presently I heard his voice, grown feebler 
than ever, whisperingly and wailingly uttering the 
words — 

'* * No light ! so late, and dark, and chill the night; 
Oh, let us in that we may find the light I 
Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now.' " 
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Once more I bent over him. 

" Dear old Giles ! it is not yet too late. He can 
save, even at the eleventh hour. Is anything too 
hard for the Lord ? You have sought Him long, 
however weakly, and He will be found of you ; for 
He does not say to those who sorrow for past sins 
and disobediences, * Seek ye Me in vain ; " but this 
is His kind and comforting message, spoken to us 
by the mouth of the Lord Jesus Himself, * He that 
believeth on Me Jiath everlasting life.' Do you 
believe? Do you believe that He who so spoke 
was indeed the only Son of God most high, manifest 
in the flesh, dwelling among the creatures He Him- 
self had created ? If you do, then you can but love 
Him and accept His message ; your soul is His, and 
you are saved for evermore." 

" I accept," said the feeble voice. " He sees my 
heart, and He knows that I believe. " Pray that I 
may give up at last every doubt, lad, and rest only 
in Him." 

I knelt and prayed, and again and again I heard 
old Giles murmur — 

" Can I doubt Him, when He died for me ? No, 

no ! I accept Him wholly. . . . And I bless His 

great Name ! . . . Beside Him there is no saviour." 
. • • . • 

The aged face had changed. Glory and rest and 
peace sat on it now. Giles was passing away, 
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going to the Lord whom be had sought in the dark 
for years, yet whom he had but now found, because 
not till now had he sought Him witlh all his heart 

He was departing ; his new home was ready, and 
the angels were waiting to bear the weary soul away 
to its rest. The Lord would soon come. Poor old 
Giles was His at last. But a few more fleeting 
moments, and he would have left earth behind, with 
all its mistakes and sorrows. 

" Pray, lad," said the murmuring tones. " It is 
growing dark ; but He is my Light. And though 
I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I 
will fear no evil, since He is with me. All is light 
with Him" 

A short, speaking silence, and then— 

" He comes ! " uttered the old man clearly and 
distinctly. " MiTie for ever ! 

* Then welcome day, and farewell mortal night.' " 



THE END. 
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